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HIS CABIN OBSESSION 


Olivia 
I’ve been waiting for this all year. 


I’m going to shut myself away in this cabin for a week, no 
human contact, and by the end of it I’m going to have 
written the perfect story. 


Or, I won’t have anything at all. 


Except for the man standing in the cabin that should be 
empty. 


I knew this week would be life changing, if I could make my 
dream a reality. I just didn’t know that my dream would be 
him. 

Aaron 


No phone calls, emails, or messages. I just needed some 
time off from it all. 


A week of isolation, that’s what this was supposed to be 
except on my second day an angel walks through the door. 


And I know she is supposed to be mine. This may have been 
a mix-up but there is no mistaking she will be mine. 


And I will stop at nothing to have her. 
Forever. 
*His Cabin Obsession is an insta-everything OTT crazy 


standalone instalove romance with a HEA, no cheating, and 
no cliffhanger. 
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CHAPTER ONE 


O livia 


I step out of the taxi and look up, shading my eyes against 
the sun. The sky is clear and bright out here, with barely a 
cloud in sight, and the air is fresh and clean. I take a deep, 
appreciative breath, turning in a circle to take in the whole 
scene. 


I’ve been waiting for this all year. The moment I would 
stand here in front of this cabin in a remote part of the 
Montana wilderness, ready to begin a week of bliss. The 
clearing around the cabin recedes back into heavily wooded 
terrain crowded with trees on either side of the dirt track 
that brought me here, and in front, a high cliff breaks away 
to give a view over the valley below. 


It’s perfect. 


I turn to see that the driver has finished unloading my bags 
and is getting back into his car. With a perfunctory wave 
he’s gone, leaving me on my own. I have the key to the 
cabin already clutched in my hand, and my bags include 
enough food for much longer than I will be here. Getting a 


cab from the nearest town almost cost more than the 
booking itself, which is why it’s a thing Dad offered to pay 
for it - after all, he was supposed to be dropping me off 
here himself before he got busy with work. 


Not that I mind arriving alone. This is it, my great chance to 
make the transition from high schooler to adult, before 
college starts and I have to learn to live without my family’s 
help anyway. 


I grab my bags - they’re heavy and I have quite a few of 
them, but it’s only a short distance so I figure I can make it 
and start for the door. The cabin is picturesque and 
charming, all rough wood with glass windows set under a 
sloped roof. Out front is a small paved area with a wooden 
table and four chairs. I can already picture myself sitting 
there and writing. 


This isn’t just my way of saying goodbye to being a kid - no, 
it’s far more than that. The reason I’ve been working part- 
time around school and saving up for the last two years is 
because I want to be a writer. I know I can be one. I just 
need my big chance, and this is it. I’m going to shut myself 
away in this cabin for a week without human contact, and 
by the end of it I’m going to have written the perfect short 
Story. 


Or, I won’t have anything at all. Thats how I'll know 
whether I’m really on the right path or not. 


I struggle with my bags to the door and dump them on the 
paving slabs - large, grey squares that already have grass 
growing between them. I feel a girlish flare of excitement as 
I set the key into the lock. This is it - everything I’ve been 
looking forward to for so long. 


Pushing the door open I drinking in the rustic interior and 
simple furniture, a kitchen equipped with all the things I 


could possibly need to survive, a table that looks hewn from 
a single piece of wood and probably made by hand, and a 
low-slung couch littered with hand embroidered cushions. 
It’s perfect - just what I imagined. A simple and homely 
base where I can shut out the world and work on my craft. 


I’m about to bend down and shuffle my bags through into 
the main room when a movement catches my eye. A man 
emerges from a door to my right - cut into a compartment 
that extends across a quarter of the cabin’s interior space, 
and therefore obviously the bedroom. He’s tall, dark haired 
and tan skinned, older than me by perhaps fifteen or twenty 
years. 


Dressed head to toe in black, the sight of him immediately 
quickens my heartbeat - not just because there shouldn’t 
be anyone here, but because he’s absolutely drop dead 
gorgeous. If he was a movie star, I wouldn’t be surprised. 


But there’s a big question that I now need answered. Why 
on earth is someone here, when I was told the cabin would 
be empty when I arrived - and why is he staring at me like 
he’s ready to defend his turf? 


CHAPTER TWO 


A re 


I hear a rattling noise at the front door, and my back 
immediately stiffens. There are bears out here, not to 
mention all kinds of other critters who might pose a 
problem. Then there’s the possibility that it could be a 
human - some hunter or wild man come to find temporary 
shelter. 


I turn and bolt for the main room of the cabin when I hear 
the door opening. That definitely sounds human, and no one 
else should be able to get in. I booked this cabin for a week, 
and I’m the only one for miles around with a key so who the 
hell is it that just barged in? 


What I see makes me stop in my tracks. It’s no grizzled 
hunter or intrepid intruder - just a girl. A woman. A blonde 
woman with curves for days, her soft and voluptuous body 
currently encased in a simple white dress that looks 
wrinkled and travel worn. Her blue eyes are just as wide 
open as her full lips, and she’s frozen with her hands on the 
handle of a suitcase beside her. 


It’s not the only thing with her, either. She’s got several 
bags, all of them looking to be crammed full and heavy. 


Alright, now I’m intrigued. What the hell is going on here? 


“Hello?” I say, thinking it might be the most logical entry 
into the conversation. 


“Um,” she says. 


“Who are you?” I ask her. She doesn’t seem to know what to 
say. She’s like a deer in the headlights. I can at least give 
her a prompt here and there. “My name is Aaron.” 


“Um, my name is Olivia,” she says. She straightens from her 
bags, tucking a strand of blonde hair behind her ear 
uncertainly. “I booked this cabin for the week.” 


“This cabin?” I frown, then shake my head. “No, you must 
have the wrong place.” 


Olivia’s face is a gorgeous shade of pink, and when she goes 
to grab her purse off her shoulder I see that her hands are 
shaking. She’s nervous - maybe even scared of me. I should 
go easy on her. 


“T - I have the booking here,” she says. “And the key. Look, I 
just unlocked it and came in.” 


That makes me frown even more. She’s right, she was able 
to unlock the door, which kind of makes me think she might 
be telling the truth. Which is a bit of a problem, because I’m 
definitely in the right place, and I definitely have a key - so 
what’s going on here? The cabin was supposed to be 
completely private. 


I walk over to her in the doorway to take a look at the 
folded piece of paper she’s pulling out of her purse. After a 
quick glance over it, I swear under my breath. She’s right. 
That’s a booking for this exact cabin - in fact, it’s identical 


to the booking I have saved on my phone. The only 
difference is the dates - I picked up the key yesterday, and 
I’m scheduled to leave a day before Olivia is. 


“TIl call the owners,” I tell her. “This is obviously some kind 
of mistake. They must have double-booked us or something. 
Maybe they have one of us down for a different property by 
accident.” 


“Oh. Okay,” Olivia agrees, though she still sounds unsure. As 
I cross the cabin in search for my phone - turned off and 
stashed in a drawer to give me peace for the week - I look 
back and see she’s still hovering in the doorway. 


“Come in and sit down,” I say. “You might as well relax.” 


Despite the fact that we both seem to have an equal claim 
to the cabin, Olivia seems to take this as permission and 
enters, albeit still a little hesitantly. She takes a seat on the 
very edge of the couch cushion as I dial the number. She 
looks uncomfortable. I don’t blame her - I would be off 
balance if I came into my vacation home to find out it was 
already occupied. 


I’m sure we can resolve this easily. I turn on my phone and 
quickly dial the number for the rental company, saved as 
one of my quick contacts just in case I needed them during 
my stay. 


“Hello, Montana Sky Cabin Rentals,” a bored-sounding 
woman answers the call. 


“Hi, yes. This is Aaron Stoneforth - I’m renting one of your 
cabins this week.” 


“Oh, yes!” the voice brightens in recognition. “Are you 
having a problem with the cabin?” 


“Well, you could say that.” I glance over at Olivia. “Another 
of your customers has just arrived. She’s also booked the 
cabin for the week.” 


“Is she a guest of yours?” the woman asks. I don’t think 
she’s quite getting the message. 


“No,” I tell her. “I mean, she’s also made a separate 
booking. We’ve never met before. We were both expecting a 
private stay.” I suppose, truth be told, I haven’t checked 
that - for all I know, Olivia is waiting for someone to join her. 
But from her shock at seeing me, I gather that’s not likely 
to be the case. 


There’s a sound of typing on the line, and then a worried 
noise from the speaker. “Oh, dear. It looks like we’ve 
managed to double-book you. I’m really sorry about that.” 


I sigh. Just as suspected. “Well, do you have any spare 
cabins that one of us can move to?” 


More typing then the voice brightens again. “Yes! I actually 
have one cabin left. It’s a bit of a drive away from where 
you are now, but we could send a car to take care of you. 
Free of charge, for the inconvenience.” 


I’m about to agree when I look over at Olivia and hesitate. 
She’s beautiful - just stunning. I’m here in this remote 
cabin, an angel walks right in by coincidence, and I’m going 
to send her away? That doesn’t sound smart. 


She’s exactly the kind of girl I’ve been looking for, for a long 
time. Perfect in every way. I picture running my hands over 
her curvy hips and thighs, stripping that innocent white 
dress away so I can admire her body, and a shiver runs 
through me. 


Maybe we don’t have to go to separate cabins after all. 
Maybe she could stay here and I could make her mine. 


Wouldn’t that be a better use of my week away from 
civilization? 


I turn my head away from Olivia, lowering my voice. “What 
about a discount?” 


“As well as a move to the new cabin?” the woman on the 
other end of the line asks, sounding a little tense. I guess 
she knows she’ll have to give us more if we ask for it, to 
uphold their reputation, but the car will probably already 
cost a lot. It would be a big hit to their bottom line. I can 
work with this. 


I cross the length of the cabin in a few strides and dodge 
Olivia’s bags, still in the doorway, to head outside. I don’t 
want her to hear the conversation. I want her to think I’m 
going out to yell or give the booking agent some harsh 
words, so she’ll believe that I fought hard for a solution. 


“Instead of,” I say, keeping my words short and vague just 
in case Olivia can still hear. 


“Instead of moving cabins?” the woman says, sounding 
surprised. “ You’d want to share the cabin?” 


“T think we can make it work,” I say evenly. “But we’ll need 
compensation for the screw-up, obviously.” 


There’s a pause, then the woman slowly says, “I’ve been 
authorized to give you half off your stay, each.” 


I consider that. I don’t need the money, and I’m getting a 
benefit out of this anyway. “Were the bookings the same 
price?” 


“Yes, sir.” 
“Then refund Olivia in full. I’ll take the hit.” 


“Are you sure?” 


I can hear the doubt in her voice, but I press on. She 
doesn’t need an explanation - she just needs to know how 
to make this right for her customers. “I’m sure. Send the 
refund as soon as possible.” 


I end the call without giving her a chance to argue again. I 
pause for a moment, looking out at the trees with a sly smile 
beginning to curve my lips. 


This is shaping up to be a very interesting week - much 
more so than I expected. 


CHAPTER TAREE 


O livia 


I look up expectantly as Aaron comes back into the cabin. I 
like the way he immediately took charge of the situation, 
taking the responsibility of making the call so that we can 
sort everything out. I could barely think of what to do next, 
so I’m grateful he took over. Now I just hope I’m not going 
to lose out on my dream week of writing. 


Aaron’s forehead is furrowed with a frown that has me 
catching my breath. It doesn’t look like good news. He 
Shakes his head at me, then shrugs his shoulders up and 
down apologetically. “It looks like they really did double- 
book us by accident,” he says. “I tried to get another cabin, 
but they’re fully booked. Apparently, it’s a popular time of 
year.” 


“Oh, no.” I can’t believe what I’m hearing. Does this mean I 
have to turn around and go straight back home? 


“The good news is, they’ve agreed to a full refund.” Aaron 
sits down on the couch next to me, at the far end so the 


distance between us is not too close. “You should have all 
your money back in your account within the next few days.” 


I feel like bursting into tears. I’ve been looking forward to 
this for so long, and now it’s over before it’s even begun? “I 
really wanted to stay here,” I say. “I can pay you to cover 
your booking. I know you were here first, but if you’d 
consider it...” 


Aaron laughs, a startling sound that almost makes me jump. 
“Don’t worry, I’m not kicking you out,” he says. “We can 
both stay. The company just gave out the refund for the mix- 
up. I don’t mind, if you don’t.” 


I think about it. This was supposed to be about total 
isolation - living just with myself for a week, communing 
with nature, whatever it is that big writers do to get the 
really juicy stories flowing. But I suppose it won’t be so bad 
if I have to share the space with someone else. After all, he’s 
a stranger - a tall, dark, and handsome one, at that - and he 
might give me some inspiration. 


“T guess it could work out,” I say slowly. “It’s good to get the 
refund. I could do with the money for college.” 


“Oh, you’re starting soon?” 


“Yeah.” I turn slightly towards Aaron, shifting my weight on 
the cushions. I’m excited to talk about the topic, since it’s 
everything I’ve been thinking about lately. “I’m starting in 
September. I just wanted to have this week to myself to 
practice my writing. I haven’t decided on my major yet, but 
if it goes well, I think I might sign up for creative writing 
classes.” 


“So, you’re a writer,” Aaron says with a smile. There’s a 
twinkle in his eyes, and I don’t know if he’s teasing me or if 
he’s genuinely interested to know. He gets up and crosses 


the short distance to the kitchen, where he pulls out a 
couple of glasses from the cupboard and a glass container 
of fresh juice from the fridge. I guess he knows his way 
around already. “What kind of writing do you do?” 


“T don’t know yet,” I say, turning to watch him. He pours the 
two glasses with deft precision, then turns and brings them 
to the couch. “This week is kind of about finding out. I want 
to see where my inspiration takes me when I’m cut off from 
the distraction of the outside world.” 


Aaron hands me a glass, then sits with his own. “I hope I 
won’t be too much of a distraction.” 


He sips his juice blithely after his words, leaving me to 
wonder. I feel like he’s teasing me, but whatever smile 
might have followed that statement is hidden by the glass. 
“Me, too,” I say. “For you, I mean. I guess you were 
expecting to be alone too.” 


Aaron shrugs easily, setting his glass down on the coffee 
table. I take a sip of my own. It’s tart and fresh, full of flavor. 
“Not for any special reason. Just taking a break.” 


“What do you do?” I ask. He has an aura of power about 
him, and I wouldn’t be surprised to learn that he ran his 
own company. Or maybe was even some kind of celebrity. I 
don’t know how I would have missed hearing about him 
before now if he is, but his looks would fit. 


“Oh, this and that.” Aaron smiles and shakes his head. 
“Work’s boring. That’s why I wanted to come out here. To 
get away from the stress and the daily grind.” 


Why doesn’t he want to talk about his job? It’s a bit odd, but 
I can’t help smiling and nodding as if I understand. I have to 
admit it to myself - Aaron is hot. Put together with the fact 
that he’s much older than I am, and I find myself wanting to 


impress him. I want to come across as an adult with a fully 
formed mind, not a silly young girl. 


“Do you like being by yourself?” I ask instead. “This will be 
my first time experiencing it. I mean, living away from my 
family, at least, since you’re here now. Do you have family at 
home you needed a break from?” 


I almost bite my tongue after saying it. I shouldn’t pry into 
his personal life. And I definitely, absolutely, shouldn’t be 
subtly trying to find out if he’s married. Of course, he’s 
married. Look at him. No man that hot would still be on the 
market. 


“No family,” Aaron says lightly. “I live alone. This is more 
about not being constantly reachable. The phone calls, the 
emails, the messages - I just needed some time off from it 
all.” 


I nod, my mouth going dry. So, he’s single? That’s 
interesting. So interesting that I’m having a hard time 
tearing my mind away from that fact. 


But the rest of what he said is interesting, too. Calls and 
emails and messages - he must be busy. This cabin wasn’t 
cheap, either - I had to save for a long time to make it out 
here. Truth be told, the money I’m getting refunded is 
going to be immensely welcome for college. But what kind 
of person must he be - someone who’s busy and has a lot of 
money? A businessman? An agent, or someone who 
organizes things for other people? No, he has a natural 
aura of command. Look at how he just took charge earlier. 
He’s used to giving orders, not taking them. 


“So,” Aaron says, taking another sip of his juice. “What kind 
of writing are you going to try for this week?” 


“T’ve been thinking of doing some short stories,” I say. “I 
read that it’s a good way to practice the art.” 


“What are your subjects?” Aaron presses. “Maybe you 
haven’t thought about it yet, but it’s a good time to start. 
Who or what do you want to write about?” 


Actually, I do know the answer already. I didn’t really want 
to say it, because it’s a little embarrassing - especially to 
say it to someone as good looking and self-possessed as 
Aaron. But now that he’s asked me outright, I find the 
words spilling out of my mouth before I can hold them back. 
“Romances,” I blurt out. “I’d like to write about love, and 
romance.” 


“And sex?” Aaron asks, lifting one of his eyebrows. 
“What?” I splutter, nearly choking on my juice. 


Aaron chuckles lightly. “It’s all the rage at the moment, isn’t 
it? Erotic writing.” 


I feel my cheeks coloring heavily at his words. I guess he 
had no way of knowing I wouldn’t be comfortable with the 
subject, but I’m not. The thing is, I don’t really have a lot of 
knowledge when it comes to love and sex. I’ve never had 
either of them - at least, not romantic love. And I’m still a 
virgin - something that may or may not change during the 
next four years of college. Not that I’ve ever met a boy I 
wanted to do it with - they’re usually so juvenile. 


Aaron, though, is not juvenile at all, he’s a man. And my face 
is not the only place heating up - I can feel it between my 
thighs, too. 


I need to change the subject. 


“T should bring in my bags,” I say, leaping up as if I’ve just 
remembered. “We shouldn’t leave the doors open like that. 


I’ve heard there are bears around here sometimes.” 


With a chuckle, Aaron sets his glass down on the table and 
gets up to join me. “Let me help,” he says, leaving me 
relieved that the topic of conversation has moved 
somewhere safer. 


CHAPTER FOUR 


A re 


It’s set. I have a week to make her mine, and I’m going to 
make it happen. 


There’s no other option for me. I can’t stop staring at Olivia, 
her body, her face. The way she looks makes the blood 
surge down to the pit of my stomach, and the more she tells 
me about who she is and who she wants to be, the more I 
want to be part of that future. I want to be the future for 
her. 


I just have to make her mine - and that starts now. 


I step ahead of her and grab her bags, lifting them easily 
and carrying them through to the one bedroom the cabin 
has. 


“You can set up in here,” I tell her. “I’ll leave my things in 
the wardrobe, but I’ll sleep on the couch.” 


“Oh...” Olivia’s hand flies to her mouth. “I hadn’t even 
thought about that.” 


“Don’t worry,” I tell her, turning on my most charming grin. 
“TIl be fine with the couch. I can’t ask a lady to sleep on 
anything but a bed.” 


Olivia looks guilty, but I make quick work of gathering a few 
things from the bedside table - a book, my watch, and a 
couple of other nighttime essentials - and move them into 
the main room. The coffee table happens to have a drawer 
built in that serves the purpose just fine of stowing those 
things until tonight. 


“I brought a lot of food,” Olivia says hesitantly, holding up 
one of the bags to show me. “I guess we can share. I don’t 
know what you eat, but...” 


So, she’s warming up to me enough to want to share. That’s 
a good sign, I hope. “I brought some things, too. Sharing is 
a great idea.” I take the bag from her outstretched hand 
and carry it over to start emptying it and tidying the food 
away. “I'll cook something for us tonight. You need all the 
time you can get to work on your writing. I can manage 
some of the chores.” 


“I kind of wanted to cook, at least a little,” Olivia says shyly. 
“T need to learn. I mean, if I’m going to be heading out into 
the world on my own and all that.” 


“Let me take care of it tonight,” I insist. I need her to feel 
the charm. “Maybe tomorrow I can teach you a dish or 
two.” 


“That would be nice.” Olivia brightens at the idea and helps 
me to finish putting away the food, filling our cupboards 
and the fridge almost to overflowing. 


That done, I take a look around the space, our space, now 
and for the rest of the week. It looks pretty good to me. 


Close quarters, no distractions, and no interruptions. I have 
her all to myself. 


“Is there only one table?” Olivia asks. She’s been looking 
around the same as I was, but when I look at her, her 
expression is concerned. She’s chewing on her lip and 
frowning. 


“Yeah, just the dining table,” I say, giving it a nudge. If you 
can even call it that. The small wooden table is just big 
enough for two chairs. It fits into the space - on one side is 
the stove, close enough that you would trip over the chair if 
it was any closer, and on the other is the couch, snug 
against the table leg. “There’s the coffee table too, though I 
guess it’s too low down for leaning on.” 


“TIl need to use the dining table,” Olivia says decisively. “I 
can’t write all hunched over. I’ll need to use it every day, 
between meal times. All morning, and all afternoon.” 


“Got it,” I say, a little taken aback. But pleased. She has a 
little fire to her, too, when she wants something. She’s a 
strong woman, even if she hasn’t fully realized it herself yet. 


“And I can’t be interrupted,” Olivia continues, swinging her 
big blue eyes around to focus on me. “No talking, no 
distractions. I need absolute peace and quiet, or I won’t be 
able to work. We can talk in the evenings, and relax a bit 
more, but I’m here to get this story done.” 


I nod. “Your wish is my command,” I say easily, but inside 
it’s a different story. I’m wondering exactly how I’m going to 
pull this off. I can’t manage to both seduce her and stay as 
far away from her as she needs to get her work done. How 
am I going to show her that she needs to be mine? 


Whatever I do, it’s clear that I need a new plan. The good 
news is that Olivia immediately starts setting up the dining 


table as a writing desk - and since it’s just after lunchtime, 
that means I have the rest of the afternoon to come up with 
something to really sweep her off her feet. 


CHAPTER FIVE 


O livia 


It’s been a long and strange day already, but at least now 
I’m finally set up in my vacation cabin. 


It might not be quite the cabin I was expecting, given that it 
comes with an extra guest, but I have to work with what 
I’ve got - and give that it’s all free now, I might as well make 
the most of it. 


Aaron has cleared out onto the patio outside. I can see him 
through the windows, sipping a beer and relaxing in the 
sun with a paperback in his hands. I wonder what he’s 
reading. Maybe I can ask him later. 


No, I have to focus. I look down at the notebook in front of 
me, the five pens sitting ready just in case I manage to run 
out the ink on the other four. There are more notebooks in 
my bag. I’m nothing if not prepared. I didn’t want to bring a 
laptop with me on this trip - it would be too tempting to go 
online and get distracted, and besides, the electricity out 
here is limited only to what a small generator can provide. 


So, I’m doing it old school. Just pens and paper. I pick up 
the pen and smooth out the first empty page, and then take 
a deep breath. 


What now? 


I search for the first word, but nothing seems to be coming. 
I strain to remember some of the tips that I looked up 
before I came out here, advice on what to do to get your 
creative juices flowing. One was to write about what you 
see around you, to use your setting or the people nearby as 
inspiration - even if you're just sitting in a coffee shop and 
writing about strangers, imagining what they might be like. 


Okay, I think. I can do that. 


I’m here with a stranger, after all, and a remote cabin 
seems to be the kind of setting that would be brimming with 
possibilities. I’ll start with a couple of light exercises just 
taking these characters and setting and putting them 
somewhere new, somewhere closer to what I want to write. 


What I want to write is romance, so I should start there. I 
turn the pen over and over in my hand, tapping it against 
my lip, until finally I lower it to the page and start to write. 


The man was tall, dark, and handsome. 


No, that’s too much of a cliché - I cross it out and start 
again. 


She’d never seen anyone who looked like him. Not in the 
flesh. He was like a movie star - someone who couldn’t 
possibly be real. 


Alright, that’s a little better. I start to relax into the words, 
to let them flow through me. This is just practice, and it 
doesn’t matter if it’s good or bad. I let the words come, 


letting them take over without even thinking about it 
anymore, going wherever it seems right for the story to go. 


They had only known each other a short while, but the 
chemistry was undeniable. The second time they met, at a 
bar with two groups of friends who happened to intersect, 
they naturally gravitated towards each other. Before their 
friends had even noticed, before last orders, before anyone 
realized it was their turn to buy a round, they had 
evaporated into the dark outside: her hand looped through 
his elbow, coat collars turned up high as they sought a cab 
to take them through the rain-lashed streets of the city. 


“This is me,” she said, turning to him as the cab stopped 
outside a high-rise apartment building. He glanced up into 
the night sky, rain falling on his eyelids as they departed 
the car. It sped away and left them, not wondering about 
whether this was the right thing or they ought to turn back, 
only swept up in the headiness of their escape. 


She led him up fading stairs with flickering strips of light, 
past notice boards and abandoned toys and plants slowly 
dying on communal windowsills. She led him up to a door 
marked 301 and inserted the key, and when she turned to 
close the door he trapped her up against it, a whirl of 
blonde hair as she spun to look at him. 


“How about it?” he said. He was tall, forcing her to look up 
at him, and the arms that encircled her were thick and 
strong. He was dressed all in black, like some villain in a 
movie. His wicked sharp smile. 


“Alright,” she said, and rose up to meet him on the balls of 
her feet, heels discarded on the floor. They made a trail for 
adventurers to follow. Coats not quite hung on the peg but 
dropping down below it, a shirt in the hall, an elegant dress 
pooled on the threshold of the bedroom, suit trousers by 
the dresser. 


He touched her in all the right places until she moaned and 
begged to be free of the bonds of the last barrier between 
them. Her nipples rose like volcanoes under the rough pad 
of his thumbs. She tugged the last strip of fabric from his 
naked body and worshipped it, casting her hands down 
sculpted lines and memorizing him. 


He entered her there on the bed, her head thrown back in 
animalistic joy. “Oh, Aaron,” she moaned, and outside a 
street cat yowled in anger, and the lights of a passing car 
momentarily cast a shadow on the wall. 


“What are you writing?” 


I jump, my pen leaving a streak of ink across the page. I 
was so deep into the story that I didn’t even hear Aaron 
come in, totally oblivious to anything except the words and 
the damp heat between my legs. 


I look up to see Aaron reaching for a pot of coffee on the 
counter and pouring himself a cup. He glances back at me 
and catches my expression with a frown. “I didn’t mean to 
disturb you,” he says. 


“Its fine,” I say, my mouth dry and my words barely loud 
enough to be heard, trying to hide the red flush over my 
cheeks by turning away from him as quickly as I can. 


CHAPTER SIX 


A re 


It was just a casual question, but now I’m really intrigued. 
The flush that came over Olivia’s face, coupled with the soft 
concentration she wore before - I could almost swear she 
looked aroused, not that I know how that looks on her face, 
yet. I will, when she’s mine. I don’t have long to wait. 


Still, this story of hers has me interested. What could it be 
that had her so intensely focused, and now leaves her 
embarrassed after my interruption? 


“Were you working on a short story?” I ask. I pick up my 
mug of coffee and start to move towards her, thinking that I 
might read it over her shoulder. 


“No!” Olivia blurts out, quickly closing the cover of the 
notebook she’s been working in. “I mean, yes. But it’s very 
much a work in progress.” 


I laugh. Is she embarrassed that it might not be good 
enough? “It’s all in progress, right? That’s the point of your 
stay - to practice?” 


“Yes,” she admits. “I just... I’m just doing some quick 
exercises. To get into practice.” 


“Well, let’s read it, then,” I suggest. I stand next to her, 
setting my coffee down on the table beside her. 


“No!” Olivia exclaims, her eyes widening with alarm. “No, I 
can’t possibly...” 


Alright, now I need to read it. I reach out and take the 
notebook from the table, so fast that Olivia doesn’t have 
time to react to stop me. She makes a desperate grabbing 
motion, chasing after my hands, but I’m already out of 
reach. 


“T’m sure it’s not that bad,” I tell her. “Let me read it. I can 
give you some feedback to help.” 


Olivia makes a noise of disagreement, but seeing that I’m 
already on the other side of the table, she gives up and 
sinks back down into her chair. Then her eyes drop to the 
tabletop in front of her, her cheeks burning red. For some 
reason, she reminds me ofa kid caught with her hand in the 
cookie jar. Now, why would that association come to my 
mind? 


I open the front cover to the first page, where Olivia was 
writing a moment ago. I quickly skim the text, it sounds like 
a noir-style romance, something a bit old-fashioned but not 
too badly done, and- 


Oh. 


When she said she liked writing romance, I didn’t realize 
she meant erotica. 


I turn away from her slightly, feeling the hit of arousal deep 
in the pit of my stomach. I angle my body so that she won’t 
be able to see my hardening length making a bulge in my 


pants - somehow, the idea of Olivia writing something like 
this goes right to the primal side of me. 


I want to take her like this. I want my thumbs on her 
nipples. I want - 


And then I read my own name. 


I grip onto the back of the chair opposite Olivia, holding it 
for support. The man she’s writing about in this story - it’s 
me, or based on me. That means all the words she wrote - 
like a movie star, thick and strong, wicked sharp - are what 
she thinks of me. 


And the woman in the story - blonde hair - could it be her? 


I have to fight an almost overwhelming urge to take her 
right there, throw everything to the floor and mate with her 
on top of the table, make her story a reality. I want to rip 
her underwear away and throw it down, and make her 
throw her head back with animalistic joy. I’m so hard I can 
barely contain it. 


But there’s something about the way she wrote that grabs 
my attention - that forces my blood to cool, at least for a 
moment. Everything is descriptive yet vague, nothing about 
the look of his body, the feel of their encounter after the line 
about her nipples. 


It makes me wonder if Olivia has no experience to write 
from - and I need to know if that’s true, now, before I make 
the mistake of trying to seduce her right here without 
thought. 


CHAPTER SEV EN 


O livia 


I feel like I just want to bury my head in my hands and hide 
forever. He wasn’t supposed to read that - never in a million 
years would I have written it if I thought he would read it! 


It’s so embarrassing. Now he knows that I was fantasizing 
about him. Why did I have to be stupid enough to put his 
name in there? It would have been bad enough for him to 
read something I’d written about sex, but knowing it was 
about him - that has to be so much worse! 


I can’t hide from him behind my hands, and there isn’t 
much room in the cabin to escape. But there is one place I 
can go that at least has a modicum of privacy. I get up from 
my chair, hearing it scrape back across the wooden floor, 
and run for the bedroom, to close the door behind me. 


Only to find Aaron there in the doorway, blocking me. 


“You don’t have to run away,” he says, letting the notebook 
fall closed and handing it back to me. 


I hesitate before reaching out to snatch it from his hands. 
“You weren’t supposed to read it,” I mutter, my cheeks still 
flaming with heat. I can’t close the door with him there, but 
I can at least turn away from him and hide my face with my 
hands again. 


This has to be the most embarrassing thing to ever happen 
to me. Imagine - the totally hot older guy you accidentally 
got stuck in a cabin with, and within the first few hours of 
meeting you tell him an explicit sexual fantasy in which he is 
the main star. One day I might be able to laugh at this, but 
definitely not today. 


“Its just a story,” he says, coaxingly. “The characters, the 
style - what made you want to write like that?” 


“I don’t know,” I say. I shrug stubbornly from behind my 
hands. “That’s just how it came out.” 


“Tt’s very noir,” he says. “And the sex scene - why didn’t you 
go into more details?” 


I thought I was as red as I could possibly go, but the 
spreading heat across my chest is a testament to the fact 
that you can always feel more awkward. “I didn’t want to,” I 
squeak, even though I know it’s not exactly a satisfying 
answer. 


“But that’s the style these days, isn’t it?” Aaron presses. I 
wish he would just stop, just go away and leave me alone to 
die of shame. “To be very explicit. Describing bodies, 
feelings, sensations in full detail.” 


I could literally fall down a hole and die right now. “I just - I 
wasn’t - I didn’t want to do that,” I say. What other excuse 
do I have? The fact that I have no experience whatsoever 
with that kind of thing, and therefore I have no idea what to 
write? 


“But you could, couldn’t you?” Aaron says. “I mean, I think 
it would make the story more intriguing. It doesn’t have to 
be fully explicit, but you could describe how she feels. The 
sensation of him inside of her.” 


Oh god. Oh god, oh god. 


“You know how it feels,” Aaron carries on. His tone is light, 
as if he assumes I really do know. “You can just add a little 
here and there. The way her muscles tense...” 


I can’t take it anymore. “I can’t!” I blurt out. “I can’t do any 
of that!” 


“Why not?” 


I want to shrivel up into a tiny ball and fall down a hole 
somewhere. “Because I’m a virgin.” 


There’s silence after my confession. Despite everything, it 
actually makes it easier for me to drop my hands away from 
my face at last. It’s still burning, of course - I’m not sure 
anything less than a fire hose would stop that - but the 
silence allows me to focus on something else, the 
uncertainty. 


As in, why has Aaron suddenly gone quiet when he wouldn’t 
stop asking me questions before I said that? 


I turn around to face him, even though every muscle in my 
body wills me to do the exact opposite. I was trying hard to 
get away from him in my shame, but now I need to read his 
face, to see what he thinks of me. 


The trouble is, as soon as I turn to look at him, he does 
exactly what I did a moment ago he spins on his heel and 
stalks away into the open room of the cabin, so I can’t see 
his face at all. 


“Aaron?” I say, my voice trembling slightly as I call out to 
him. I don’t even really know what I’m asking. I just want 
some kind of reassurance - that he hasn’t been completely 
put off by me with those few. 


“Sorry,” he says. He runs a hand back through his short, 
dark hair, leaving it a little ruffled. He grabs his coffee from 
where he put it on the table and finally glances at me for 
one moment. His expression is unreadable, a total mystery. 
“T shouldn’t have read your work. That was rude of me.” 


Then he walks away and resumes his seat outside the cabin, 
on the wood table and chair set that affords a view of the 
forest around us and the valley below. 


And even if I fell all the way down into that valley, and then 
found a hole in the ground and kept falling into that, it 
wouldn’t be far enough away. 


Now Aaron knows I’m a virgin - and he probably thinks I’m 
some young stupid kid who he shouldn’t be talking to about 
sex. Let alone thinking about doing it with me. 


Even though we’ve only just met, I realize I have already 
started to really fantasize about him - not just for my story. 
And the thought that it will never happen - even though I 
never really believed it would - plummets my heart down to 
my feet. 


I lay down on the bed with the door shut and my notebook 
over my face, and wonder how I could possibly have 
screwed this up any worse. 


CHAPTER EIGHT 


A re 


It’s just like I thought. Olivia is a virgin. 
That changes everything. 


Not because I’m shocked or appalled - she’s a young 
woman, and she can do what she likes with her body. Hell, I 
haven’t been interested in any other women, so it’s not as 
though I’m going to be comparing her to the horde of 
Amazonian models I spend my time with. I don’t. That’s not 
the point. 


The point is that her first time should be special. Something 
to remember. And if I’m going to claim her and make her 
mine, I need to do it right. So right that she doesn’t even 
think about it. No one else will ever compare. The time for 
ripping each other’s clothes off and mating on tables is for 
later. Right now, it needs to be more thought out, more 
deliberate. 


I need to make this as special as possible - for Olivia’s sake. 
My needs can come later. 


I try to focus on reading my paperback, but truth be told all 
I can think about is Olivia. I tell myself that the best course 
of action would be to let her be. To hold myself back. If she 
wants me, she can come to me. I don’t have to make a point 
of seducing her. 


Except, yes, I do. Even as I tell myself not to get too deep, I 
know that I already am. The thought of her leaving this 
cabin, going to college, and falling in love with some frat 
boy fills me with rage. The idea of his hands on her - no. I 
won't allow that to happen. 


Olivia is mine. I will claim her, and it has to be this week, 
before we’re forced to part ways. 


That means I need to act, and soon. But it needs to be good 
- I can’t just throw something together and call it a day. So, 
what can I do? 


I think about it for a while. I would check the time, but both 
my watch and my phone are inside. A glance at the sky has 
me guessing that it must still be early afternoon. That 
means I have time to pull something together, and today. 


I’m known in business for being able to pull things off - 
unexpected things, things that my rivals would say might 
not be possible. I’m known for going all out to put a deal 
together, sparing no expense, really wooing my clients. I 
can’t be any different here. 


I know what I have to do. 


I sneak a glance over my shoulder, in through the cabin 
window. Olivia is nowhere to be seen. The door to the 
bedroom is closed, so she must still be in there. I get up 
stealthily and creep across the wooden floors to retrieve my 
phone, then back out to make a few calls. 


The reception isn’t great out here. In fact, I can only get 
enough of a bar to make a call if I stand in a specific spot 
outside the cabin - just where I was standing earlier when I 
called the owners. If I stray any farther down the path, the 
trees block the signal - and any farther on the other side, 
I’d be wandering off the edge of the cliff. I settle for keeping 
my voice as low as possible, hoping that Olivia won’t get an 
inkling of my plan. 


I leave it another hour, keeping my ears open. When the 
bedroom door creaks open to let Olivia out, I’m uttering a 
prayer up to whoever can hear it. I was worried she would 
still be here when they came. I was thinking about going in 
and knocking on the door, but now that she’s out and about, 
I can make it more natural. 


I wander casually in with my empty coffee mug, going over 
to the kitchen counter to refill it. Olivia, sitting at the table, 
almost flinches when I enter. I wince, but I will fix that. 


“You know,” I say, trying to keep my tone light - yet still 
measured, in respect of the conversation we had earlier. I 
don’t want to act like it didn’t happen. “This is your first day 
here. If you really want some inspiration, you should go 
walk one of the trails.” 


“The trails?” Olivia repeats, looking around at me. I’m glad 
she can bring herself to reply. I was worried it might have 
remained awkward for longer. “Is it safe?” 


“Yes, so long as you’re sensible.” I gesture towards our 
well-stocked cupboards. “Take some supplies with you - 
snacks, a bottle of water, a folded tap just in case you get 
lost. It’s simple enough to follow the trail around the cabin. 
It runs in a wide loop around this area but it’s better to be 
safe than sorry.” 


“What about the animals?” Olivia asks. Her eyes are wide. I 
gather she really is worried about running into something 
hungry. 


“Just keep your eyes and ears open,” I tell her. “It shouldn’t 
take more than a couple of hours to walk the trail. If you 
run into anything you don’t want to face, then either turn 
back or rush on, depending on how far you’ve got. Do you 
have sturdy hiking shoes?” 


Olivia nods. “I brought them in case I wanted to explore.” 


“Then go explore,” I tell her with a smile. “Trust me. You’ll 
feel better afterwards. Fresh air keeps you fit, and there’s 
nothing like the real wild.” 


After a moment, she nods. Inside, I sigh with relief. If she 
hadn’t agreed with my suggestion, I would have had to 
come up with some other pretext or just kept bugging her 
until she left. “I’ll go get my shoes,” she says. 


I wait until she’s out of sight down the trail, admiring and 
appreciating the sway of her hips and ass as she walks into 
the trees, and then I get to work. There’s a lot to get ready, 
and I only have two hours or so to do it in. 


CHAPTER NINE 


O livia 


I start off along the trail uncertainly, glancing around into 
the trees, at every shadow and every hollow, wondering if 
something will spring out at me. I’m really not keen on the 
idea of exploring the wilderness on my own, but what am I 
supposed to do? I agreed to it, mostly because I couldn’t 
see many other options. 


I should have yelled at him. After I confessed to being a 
virgin, the only thing he could tell me to do was go for a 
walk. Really? That’s his sage advice, coming from a position 
of years more experience than I could hope for? 


It’s not like I don’t know that I have a bigger body. Of 
course, I know it. I own a mirror, don’t I? Not to mention 
the fact that I’m perfectly capable of looking down. He 
didn’t have to be so rude and suggest that I go out for a 
walk to try to lose some weight. 


I can see the way it all connected in his mind. A young 
woman like me a virgin, huh? It must be because I’m too fat 
and no one wants me. I should go for a walk and get fit! 


What does he know? Plenty of guys have wanted me. That 
doesn’t mean I had to go with them just because they 
wanted it. I’m my own person, and I have the right to wait 
for the right moment. The right man. 


The sad thing is, on first impression, I had even started to 
wonder if he might be it. 


Well, now I know. It’s not like he would ever be interested in 
me, anyway. I’m obviously not his type. I bet he likes the 
stick thin figure models that are all over social media, with 
their fake lips, breasts, and butts. I’m all real, and I’m not 
giving this up to just anyone. 


I stomp along the trail, freezing when I hear a noise off to 
the left. I dart my eyes around, looking frantically for the 
source; when a squirrel runs quickly up a tree, moving from 
its camouflaged position on the trunk, I sigh in relief and 
keep moving. 


It’s all Aaron’s fault that I’m even out here. I shouldn’t be. I 
should have staked my claim on my space. Told him to go 
shove his walk, that he could go and enjoy nature if he likes 
it so much. But I just agreed and left, partly because I was 
ashamed. I don’t want to be, but there it is. When people 
have spoken down to you about your weight all your life, 
you end up feeling a little selfconscious about it. 


A bird flies across the trees in front of me with a flutter of 
wings and shaken leaves falling off a branch, making me 
scream in alarm. The noise startles even more birds to fly 
up out of their hiding places and begin squawking to one 
another, making my heart beat a million miles an hour. This 
is all Aaron’s fault. I shouldn’t even be out here. 


I could turn back now - give him a piece of my mind. 


No, that would be even worse. Then he’ll start thinking that 
fatty couldn’t take the walk. I’m so sick of the way people 
talk to me. Behind my back, or even in front of my face. I’m 
plenty fit. I can handle a two-hour or so trail without a 
problem. 


Pll make the walk, then Ill confront him. And boy, is he 
going to get a piece of my mind when I get back. I’m going 
to let him know exactly what I think about his sly comments 
- and I'll have the proof of my fitness to back it up, too. 


If I don’t get mauled by a bear before I’m back. 


As time goes on and nothing happens, I slowly start to relax. 
Maybe I can, after all, trust in the idea that nothing is going 
to attack me out here. The cabins are often rented out, so I 
guess the animals probably know that there are humans 
around. Maybe they stay away from here so that they don’t 
get trapped or killed themselves. 


The small animals, however, are around here in abundance. 
I see plenty more squirrels and birds, and a few times little 
movements on the path ahead that could be rabbits or 
other small creatures. I start to enjoy the feeling of being in 
nature like this. The fresh air, the sun overhead, the heat 
diluted by the cover of the trees. It feels alive here, real and 
vibrant. Much different to anything I’ve ever experienced in 
a town or city. 


Alright, so maybe Aaron was right about a walk being a 
great way to gain some new inspiration. That doesn’t mean 
I have to stop being mad at him. Not just yet. 


I sit down and take a break after about an hour, finding a 
large and convenient rock that is just in the right position 
for me to take a seat without being too afraid of insects 
dropping on my head. I sit and absorb the smells of the 
forest and the sounds. This place is really magical. I know, 


now, I made the right choice coming out here. If I don’t 
make it out of here without a good story in my hands, then 
something big must have happened. Like, life changing big. 
There’s no other way I would be able to hold back the 
inspiration. 


I get up and finish my walk, feeling a lot better for it 
already. Again, just like Aaron said. The fresh air in my 
lungs and the feeling of being a part of nature really does 
put a spring in your step. I don’t think I’m going to admit to 
him that he was right, however. 


I finally emerge onto the path that leads to the cabin, a 
somewhat familiar sight already. Looking down at the 
ground, I could swear that there are deeper tire tracks 
here than what I remember from when I left. But that’s 
crazy. It must just be from the taxi that I took earlier. What 
else would have caused it? 


Aaron isn’t outside, which makes me frown a little. It means 
that he must be inside, which means back to close quarters 
and no way to avoid each other. That might be fine, it will 
give me a chance to tell him what I think of him. Better to 
get it out of the way now before he thinks of pulling 
something like that again. 


I push open the door to the cabin - and stop dead in my 
tracks. 


Every surface is scattered with wildflowers, purple and 
yellow buds turning their heads towards the ceiling, green 
leaves and stems festooned amongst them. Everywhere the 
flowers leave so much as a tiny gap, a glowing light has 
been placed, artificial rather than flame, some kind of mood 
lighting that appears to be linked to a smart control device. 
I have no idea how the tiny generator can be handling all of 
this, but their dim power means they are only just visible in 
the late afternoon light. 


That’s not what startles me the most, however. No, that 
would be the table - empty when I left, but now set with a 
beautiful dinnerware set. A platter of bread and two small 
pots of olive oil and what looks like balsamic vinegar are set 
out in the center of the table, and two white plates gleam 
invitingly in front of the chairs. Room service style platters 
line the surfaces of the kitchen counter, some of them 
issuing a very enticing smell. 


Amongst all of this, standing propped against the far end of 
the kitchen counter with a glass of red wine in his hand, is 
Aaron. He’s changed into a more formal button down shirt, 
though the top few buttons below the collar are open, 
giving him a sexy undone kind of look. 


“How was your walk?” he asks. 


“Great,” I say absently, forgetting about my earlier resolve 
to yell at him until he realized the error of ways. “What is all 
this? And how did it get here?” 


“That,” Aaron says, giving me a wink. “Would be telling.” 


CHAPTER TEN 
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“No, seriously,” Olivia says. “Was it all hidden away in one of 
the cupboards, or something?” 


I smile at her. The truth is, I had my assistant come and 
deliver all of this, orders from restaurants at home flown in 
by helicopter, mood lighting bought from a store I have the 
number of, the wildflowers picked up on the way to the 
helipad. Then he drove them all over in the fastest possible 
time. 


I had help. But really, I’ve spent my whole life working hard 
to get to a position where something like that is in my 
power. All I have to do is snap my fingers and wave a wad of 
cash in the air and I can get whatever I want. 


Except for Olivia, of course. But this will help. 


“T have my ways,” I say, to keep the air of mystery. I have a 
powerful and rich life - but I don’t want a woman who’s just 
interested in me for that. I need to know that she feels the 
pull, the connection between us, without it being about 


money. “Sit down, have some bread. We don’t want the food 
to get cold.” 


Olivia does as I tell her, walking forward and slipping into 
the chair facing me. I move towards her to take my own 
place. “Water, or juice?” I ask. 


“Juice would be nice,” Olivia says, though there’s still a 
dubious note in her tone. “What is all this?” 


I pour her a glass before sitting down with my wine, 
reaching for a hunk of bread from the platter. Encouraged 
by my movements, Olivia does the same. I’m glad. I want 
her to eat. She clearly enjoys food, and I want her to have 
what she likes. “I needed to apologize,” I say. “I 
embarrassed you earlier. That wasn’t my intention. I hope 
you'll believe me when I say I never wanted to make you 
feel uncomfortable in any way.” 


“This is your way of apologizing?” Olivia asks, with an 
eyebrow lifted. “How much did this all cost?” 


I chuckle. “You don’t need to worry about that. Nothing I 
couldn’t afford.” 


I can see her eyebrow lifting even more. She wants to ask - 
to find out more about me. I can’t have that, not yet. 


“But...” 


“Eat your bread,” I tell her, keeping my tone light and 
teasing. “It’s still warm, but it won’t be for long.” 


Olivia takes a bite as told, and then closes her eyes in bliss. I 
suspected she might. This is artisan bread, flown in from 
one of my favorite bakeries, and they always get it right. A 
dunk in the olive oil and balsamic vinegar, long enough to 
catch the flavor but quick enough for it not to be 
overwhelming, enhances it even further. 


“So, tell me about college,” I say. “Where are you going?” 


Olivia swallows her mouthful before replying. I like that she 
has good manners. “New York University. Some really good 
authors have graduated from there.” 


New York. What a coincidence. It just so happens to be the 
city where I spend most of my time. Could this have aligned 
any better? The more I learn about Olivia, the more I know 
that my initial instincts were correct. I need to claim her. 
She’s perfect for me. 


“Some of your favorites?” I ask. 


“Yes.” A small dimple appears on the right side of Olivia’s 
cheek when she smiles. It makes my heart tighten a little 
inside my chest. “Suzanne Collins went there, and she’s 
super famous and rich now. I mean, that’s not the whole 
point, but her books got her to that level of success.” 


“That’s what you would want?” I ask. 


“It’s perfect, really,” Olivia says, reaching for another piece 
of bread. “You have all the fame to sell more books, all the 
critical acclaim you could want, your books appearing on 
the big screen - and you still aren’t at a level of fame where 
people will recognize you in the street. You can live a 
normal life, write every day, and have everything you want.” 


With me, she wouldn’t need the income. But she doesn’t 
need to know that. I’m just taking in what she’s saying. She 
wants her work to be read, wants to be recognized and 
praised for it. “Sounds like the dream,” I tell her. 


Olivia grins. “One day TIl be there.” 
Somehow, I don’t doubt it. 


“So, what do you do?” Olivia asks, rubbing her fingers 
together above her plate to let the last crumbs fall down to 


it. 

I take this as my cue and get up from the table. “I serve,” I 
say, winking. “In this case, the next course.” I swipe the 
breadbasket off the table and carry it over to the kitchen 
counter, swapping it for two covered dishes. I carry them 
both over at once and lay them down on top of our empty 
plates, then step back to lift the silver lids with a flourish. 


Olivia exclaims and claps her hands. I know that I’ve chosen 
well. Freshly cooked and still hot steaks, settled next to 
buttered asparagus, mushrooms, lamb’s lettuce, and fluffy 
roasted potatoes. A perfect dish - and expensive, too, not 
that I’m going to bring that up. 


We talk more over dinner, and the more I learn about her 
the more I love. I can’t tear my eyes away from her, from 
the enjoyment she has for the food, the way she lavishes 
every bite, the way her eyes roll back in her head at that 
first taste of a new morsel. Over dessert, a creamy New 
York baked cheesecake made by one of the true masters of 
the form, I learn about her family and how much she loves 
them, how loyal she is to them, how their hopes and dreams 
have become hers. 


I’m truly enchanted by her, but there’s still one thing that 
remains clear. Olivia isn’t quite yet relaxed enough. Even 
for all of the easy conversation we have and the delicious 
food, she doesn’t quite know if she can trust me yet. Maybe 
there’s some lingering annoyance about what happened 
earlier. Whatever the cause, I need to rectify that. 


I need to make her so relaxed that the rest of the night goes 
like a dream. And I have just the idea for how to make that 
happen. 


CHAPTER ELEVEN 


O livia 


I finish the last bite of my food and sit back, feeling full but 
good. The food was amazing - some of the best I’ve ever 
eaten in my life. Who would have thought that I would 
experience this here, of all places, a remote cabin with no 
restaurant or chef for miles around? How they kept the 
food so fresh and warm while transporting it here is magic 
to me. 


But I’m still a little wary. I don’t really understand where 
Aaron is coming from. He mocks me and tells me to go lose 
some weight, and then his apology is to make me eat a 
three course meal? That doesn’t make sense to me. Part of 
me is wary that this might all be some kind of trick - that 
once we’re done, he’s going to start dropping hints about 
how a lady shouldn’t eat so much or enjoy her food so 
openly. 


But what he says next takes me completely by surprise. 


“You look a little tense,” he says, getting up from his seat. 
“Would you like a massage?” 


I blink. 


“A massage?” I repeat, as if saying it twice will make it more 
understandable. 


“Sure,” he says. “I still need to finish making up for earlier. 
I’m actually a dab hand at it. I can work out those knots in 
your shoulders.” 


A dab hand - sure. Doesn’t everyone think they can pull off 
a decent massage? Still, I do feel like he owes me for 
earlier, and if he’s offering, then I shouldn’t say no. A good 
shoulder rub would be a nice way to relax for the end of the 
day. I’ll be nice and tension free for when I go to sleep, 
which will be a bonus for the first night in a new place. 


“Alright,” I say, warily. I settle myself a little more in my 
chair, expecting him to walk around behind me and do it 
where I sit. 


“Good,” Aaron says, rubbing his hands together and 
glancing around. “I’ve got some massage oils in my 
suitcase. Let’s see, where should we do it... how about you 
lay on the bed? We can cover it with a towel to avoid 
staining the sheets with the oil.” 


Okay, that’s a lot more than I was expecting. Maybe he 
really does know what he’s doing, if he’s this prepared. 
“Do... do you want me to go over there now and lie down?” 
I ask, unsure. 


“After you’ve gotten undressed, of course.” 
“Undressed?” I squawk, staring at him with wide eyes. 


“Of course,” Aaron grins. “You can’t have a proper massage 
with your clothes on. Like I said, the oil can stain. Just take 
everything off and wrap yourself up in a towel, and then lay 
face down on the bed. I won’t come in until you’re ready.” 


I swallow. This is a whole different level to what I was 
expecting. But I’ve already agreed, haven’t I? And the 
sound of a proper massage does sound pretty good right 
now. 


Maybe a little part of me is also pretty excited at the idea of 
being naked in front of him - especially considering he 
won't really be able to see anything. It’ll feel naughty, while 
not actually risking anything... 


I’m starting to get into this idea, after all. 


I head into the bathroom and undress, staring at my own 
body in the mirror over the sink for just a second before 
wrapping myself up in a towel. I’m glad I shaved and 
showered this morning - I look and feel fresh and clean, so 
there’s no chance of any embarrassment from him touching 
me. 


I head into the bedroom and lay down, taking care to 
arrange the towel around myself again. I’ve seen massages 
in movies and on TV - you’re supposed to lay the towel over 
yourself, covering just the area around your ass, leaving the 
rest free for the masseuse. I think about it for a moment but 
leave the towel all the way up to my breasts - given how 
large they are, it’s not easy to keep them completely 
covered just by lying on my chest. 


“Okay,” I shout, even though I’m starting to feel a bit more 
nervous about this. There’s nothing to it, though, right? I 
don’t need to worry about anything - just lay here and let 
Aaron do his thing. 


He comes in, and the mood lighting - which has even been 
placed around the bedroom as well as out in the main room 
- shifts to a soft pink glow. He must be controlling it through 
an app. Soft music also fills the space, a gentle song with a 


female singer that I don’t recognize. It’s low enough that 
the lyrics aren’t distracting, as I can barely make them out. 


“T’m going to start with your shoulders,” Aaron says. I smell 
something wonderful - orange tones with something floral 
beneath them - and then feel the touch of something liquid 
pooling between my shoulder blades. 


Aaron gets to work massaging the oil into my skin, his 
hands gliding across my tight muscles. The circular motions 
immediately begin to relax me, earning a moan that I can’t 
hold back as the tension begins to flood away from my 
shoulders. Aaron was right, I hadn’t noticed just how tense 
I was until he began to work it all away. 


He rubs across the top and sides of my shoulders and then 
begins on my arms, starting with my upper right arm and 
moving down across my elbow. He even rubs each of my 
fingers and the palm of my hand in turn - completely 
unexpected. Every time I think I’ve figured out how far he 
means to go, he seems to go further. I can’t even complain, 
I can barely think with the sensations of each of my muscles 
lifting from stress and being rubbed to pleasant looseness. 
My fingers are released from the cramp of holding a pen, 
and then he starts on my other arm. 


It's when he finishes there that things start to get a bit 
more intense. “I’m going to lift the towel down to your 
hips,” he says. “Is that alright?” 


I think about saying no, about keeping myself covered. But 
like this, he won’t really be able to see anything. Just a little 
flesh from the side. I’ve sunk down into the bed, so maybe 
not even that. And the temptation of feeling those hands 
soothing the rest of the muscles in my back is too strong. 


“Alright,” I agree, closing my eyes instead of staring ahead 
at the headboard any longer. My chin rests on my hands 


now that he’s finished with my arms, and I wait. 


The feel of cool air hits my back as he deftly pulls the towel 
down and folds it over my hips, then the bed sways and 
moves under me. I crack my eyes open to realize that he’s 
behind me, climbing onto the bed with one knee on either 
side of my body. 


“That’s better,” he says, and drops more oil on my back 
before starting in with the massage again. This time, with 
his weight evenly distributed over me and his hands able to 
reach both sides of my body with equal ease, it feels so 
much better. I didn’t even think it was possible, but the 
equal pressure on both sides of the same muscles at once is 
pure bliss. 


I can’t help moaning now and then as he hits a particularly 
tender muscle and grinds it into shape, pushing out all of 
the horrible stress that has gathered there over weeks and 
years. The stress of exams, of choosing a college, of earning 
enough at my part-time job to afford this trip. All of it melts 
away under his hands. 


Once he reaches my lower back he stops, then runs his 
hands one more time along my spine for good measure 
before shifting. Just when I think the massage is over and 
I’m about to ask him if I should get up, I feel the cool touch 
of the oil on my left calf, and I realize that he’s nowhere 
near done. 


Aaron massages one leg and then the other, my calf, then 
the foot, paying special attention to the pads of my feet and 
my toe joints. It feels so good I almost want to beg him to 
keep going. More than that - there’s something so intimate 
about a foot massage that I feel something stirring inside 
me. 


It grows as his massage continues. Having finished with my 
lower legs he moves up to my left thigh, working the muscle 
there all the way up to the towel. I almost tense up again as 
his hand moves nearer to the area of my body that is 
covered, but I don’t want him to stop. 


I feel myself getting wet, but I’m so relaxed at his touch I 
can barely do anything about it. I should be mortified. I 
should get up and cover myself, stop him from touching me 
anymore. 


But when it feels so good - how can I resist? 


Maybe if he never knows, it doesn’t have to be a bad thing. 


CHAPTER TWELVE 


A re 


Something subtle in the atmosphere has shifted. I know I’m 
not imagining it. I’ve taken my time on purpose, made sure 
that she feels as good as she possibly can, playing the 
perfect gentleman. I won’t touch her without her 
permission, but I can do as much as I can to make her want 
to give in to me. 


“You know,” I say carefully and slowly, working the muscles 
in her left thigh. “We’re totally alone out here.” 


Olivia makes a humming noise which I take as agreement. I 
guess she’s too zen right now to answer properly, which 
means my hands are doing their job. 


“No one is around for miles,” I continue. “The door’s locked 
and we’re the only ones with the keys. No one can interrupt 
us out here.” 


I hear Olivia’s breath catch, the only hint of a reaction that I 
can get. Something in her is incredibly still now, like she’s 
holding her breath, waiting for whatever I will say next. 
Like she’s ready to hear it. 


“It’s totally private,” I tell her, moving to her right thigh and 
taking my time to work the muscles there, starting from 
closer to her knee and moving upwards as I talk. “We can 
do whatever we want. There’s no one to stop us, no one to 
judge. It’s just between you and me.” 


Olivia still hasn’t made a verbal reply. I can feel the tension 
in the room now, sizzling in the air, and I know that I have 
her. Still, I have to make sure. I want to show her that she’s 
already mine - whether she knows it now or not. I'll make 
her mine, and there’s no other possible outcome. 


“You know, I can work a full-body massage. I mean, full 
body. The gluteus muscle needs some love, too. You know 
where the gluteus muscles are?” 


“Yes,” Olivia says, her first response. Her voice sounds light 
and throaty. 


“Well?” I pause, my hands going to the towel. I lean forward 
over her. “Should I carry on?” 


“Yes,” Olivia says in a rush, like she doesn’t trust her nerve 
if she doesn’t agree right away. 


I grasp hold of the towel and pull it away, revealing the rest 
of her body, uncovered and naked now before me. Her ass 
is just as juicy as I thought it would be under her clothes, 
round and plump, perfectly formed, just itching for my 
hands to stroke it. 


Olivia draws in a sharp breath with the cool air on her 
exposed skin, but she doesn’t change her mind or tell me 
no. I admire her for a moment, drinking her in with my 
eyes, then lower my hands to her warm flesh. 


I start to knead her ass, loving the feel of it under my 
hands, the way it gives and moves under my direction. 


Olivia moans, and looking down as I pull her cheeks apart, I 
see the glistening wetness between her legs. 


I feel my dick harden, so fast and so strong that it almost 
bowls me over. I reach up to palm myself through my 
clothes, only for a moment, before returning my hands to 
Olivia’s ass. This is going to be a night to remember - for 
both of us. 


CHAPTER THIRTEEN 


O livia 


If I was hot for Aaron before, now I can barely stand it. I 
just want him to carry on touching me forever. I have 
momentary doubt as his hands knead my ass, softening my 
muscles and offering maddening sensations as my flesh 
moves. Should I really let him do this to me? Shouldn’t I 
stop him and cover myself up? 


But I want it - I want it so bad. And now that I feel it, I don’t 
want it to stop. I think about the romance books I love to 
read, the kind I would like to write one day. The heroes are 
always just like Aaron, strong and powerful, not afraid to 
say what they want or to take it either. He’s everything I’ve 
ever dreamed of, a strong and handsome man who isn’t 
afraid to do whatever he feels like. I must be in heaven. It’s 
like someone heard my dreams and sent him here to fulfill 
everything I’ve ever wanted. 


His hand keeps sliding over my ass, spreading my cheeks 
wide and then pushing them together. During those brief 
moments I’m totally exposed, and it feels like Aaron must be 


able to see everything. My breath catches in my throat, my 
heart pounding. I feel so bad - but I don’t want it to stop. 


The heat between my thighs keeps increasing - even more 
so when Aaron’s hands leave my ass and slip down to the 
top of my legs. His fingers sweep to the inside edge, 
drawing a moan from my throat. I want him to inch his 
fingers up, to draw them through the wetness there, but he 
doesn’t - so close, and never quite touching. 


I think about telling him to go further, but I bite my lip. In 
the moment I feel heat sweep up over my face, flooding me 
pink, and I don’t know what to say. I’ve never been in this 
kind of situation before, and I don’t know how to do dirty 
talk - what if it sounds stupid? 


What if I’m reading the situation all wrong, and this is all 
just part of a full-body massage? 


But it feels so good - and I can feel how close he is to really 
touching me, to touching my most intimate area that no one 
has ever touched before. He must want it, too. He can’t just 
be teasing me. I can feel something in the air, something 
unfamiliar - a kind of atmosphere that I’ve never 
experienced. 


I think of those books, those heroes. What would the 
heroines say? They might beg breathlessly to be touched, or 
even just wiggle their bodies to get his hands where they 
want them to be. Usually, in the books I read, the hero just 
takes control and leads the way - guiding her to ecstasy. 


That thought makes me shiver, with anticipation and need. 
The thought of Aaron guiding me to my own ecstasy, the 
first time I will ever experience it. 


I don’t know if I can bring myself to say the words - if I’m 
bold enough to utter them. I haven’t ever had that kind of 


confidence, to just come out and say it. But I want Aaron to 
touch me. I want it so much it’s all I can think about. 


If he keeps going any longer, I don’t think I'll be able to 
resist. 


I need it - I need his hands to move lower, to touch me the 
way I want. I feel like my blood is on fire. My skin is heated 
to the touch, so much so he must be able to feel it. 


What will he do to me now? 


CHAPTER FOURTEEN 


A re 


The time is right. I know it from the way that Olivia 
whimpers low in her throat, so quiet she probably thinks I 
can’t hear it. I know it from the way her body makes tiny 
subtle movements, edging towards my fingers, her ass 
raising slightly in the air above the bed, wanting me to 
touch her deeper. 


I’ll give her what she wants - just not like this. No, first 
there’s more to come - more of her body that I haven’t yet 
massaged. 


I stop moving my hands, letting them rest with my palms on 
her ass cheeks, cupping her. 


“Roll over,” I say, my voice coming out deep and husky. “ Let 
me massage the rest of you.” 


Olivia hesitates for the barest moment. I feel her muscles 
tense just a tiny bit under her skin. 


“Let me make you feel good,” I add, to tip her over the 
edge, but she’s already made the decision. Before I finish 


saying it she’s turning over, carefully rolling on top of the 
towel, shifting her body over between my legs so that she 
doesn’t knock into me as she goes. 


Then we are facing one another, me kneeling above her, the 
hard rod inside my trousers clearly visibly as it strains 
against the fabric, her utterly naked and exposed under me. 
Her large breasts quiver as they settle into place, the flesh 
spilling over her chest. 


Olivia’s face is bright red, a flush that is not at all 
unbecoming. My eyes trail eagerly down over her body, 
taking her in. Her oversized bust, begging to spill over my 
fingers, her wide hips perfect for bearing children, the neat 
thatch of hair just above her sex, hot and distended, waiting 
for my fingers. 


I want to bring her to a fever pitch. I want her to 
experience the build-up and the excitement so much that it 
almost pushes her over the edge by itself. I lean forward, 
bringing my head level with hers, and start to push down on 
her shoulders, my body stretching above hers. 


Olivia bites her lip as I push and manipulate the muscles, 
soothing them with long circular strokes, pushing lightly 
against her collarbone to settle all of her muscles where 
they should be. She almost pants for breath as I finally 
leave off teasing and slip my hands down lower, sweeping 
them over the curve of her breasts, cupping the edges of 
her flesh and moving slowly but steadily closer to the 
center. More than once I see her eyes dip down to my 
pants, and I know she sees how much I want her. But for 
that, she has to wait. There’s no sense in rushing. We have 
all the time in the world to enjoy this, and I want to make 
sure that she doesn’t feel like she missed out on a single 
thing. 


Her breathing is faster now, and I can even feel her heart 
hammering under my hands, behind the soft mounds of 
flesh that I can’t stop caressing. Even with gravity doing 
half the work, the weight of them in my hands is satisfying. 
She’s a real woman - not like those fakes who insist on 
trying to look like Barbie with their bleached hair and tiny 
waists. No, Olivia has the kind of body that was made to be 
worshipped, to be appreciated. Not to be tortured into 
unrealistic goals. 


My goddess shifts under me, her chest pushing up against 
my hands, telling me how much she wants more. I will give 
her what she wants. I’m in control of tempo and timing, but 
I won’t hold back too much - I just want to make her wild 
for me, to make her come like no one else would ever be 
able to make her come. I want her to know that she is, now 
and forever, mine. 


I finally slide my hands across the flesh of her breasts, 
allowing them to brush lightly over her nipples. They’re 
already standing at attention, the slightly darker flesh 
standing out against her pale skin. She shivers and her lips 
part in such a perfect expression that I have no idea how to 
hold myself back now. Somehow I do, keeping my restraint - 
just one light brush, then another, then a little faster. 


Olivia moans and presses herself upwards, straining to 
meet me, and I let my fingers trail closer to her nipples, 
staying there. What was that line she wrote earlier? The 
rough pad of his thumb... I sweep my thumbs 
simultaneously over both of her nipples, backwards and 
forwards, getting faster and faster, twiddling them forward 
and back, until her back arches towards me and her breath 
comes in shallow pants. 


Then I switch gears again, taking hold of each of them 
between my thumb and forefinger and squeezing while I 


twist my hands from side to side - not so hard to hurt, but 
just the right amount of pressure to make her gasp and 
moan, to send another rush of heat flooding between her 
legs. I don’t have to put my hand down and touch her to 
know it from the look on her face, the desperate need. 


I lower my mouth to hers, stealing a hot and heavy kiss - 
our first. I let her get used to it, until she allows my tongue 
to slip between her lips and do battle with her own, twisting 
and pushing with the same rhythm as my fingers. Then I 
relinquish her mouth and move my tongue to her chest 
instead, taking her nipple into my mouth and flicking it with 
my tongue, feeling her writhe beneath me. 


She’s almost ready. She just needs me to take her the rest 
of the way and I’m more than happy to do that. I pull back 
from her, drawing a moan of protest as my hands leave her 
chest to trail and rest at her sides. 


She won't be disappointed for long. I lick my lips as I look 
down at her, taking her in one more time, sitting back on 
my ankles, her whole body laid out only for me to touch. 


CHAPTER FIFTEEN 


O liva 


It feels like my whole body is on fire. I want him so badly - 
like nothing else in my life even matters anymore. Nothing 
is left in my head. No thought of anything else - of what 
might happen tomorrow, about the end of the week, or 
college, or my family, or anything - nothing that I would 
normally care about. There is only him and me. Him over 
me with that enticing bulge in his pants, tenting out so far I 
can barely stop looking at it. 


I want him to move lower, to put his hands all over me, to 
take off those pants and use what’s inside them. I don’t 
know how to vocalize it, not with the burning fire taking 
over me almost to the point where I can’t focus on anything 
else. What are words? How does my voice work? I don’t 
even know - and every time I open my mouth all that comes 
out is an animal moan. 


His hands are on my hips, as he sits back across my legs 
and looks at me. His tongue darts out to wet his lips, and I 
can’t take it anymore. I need him. He looks into my eyes and 


I feel like he sees deep inside me, sees what I want, what I 
can’t Say. 


The hands on my hips slowly shift over, caressing the line of 
my bones, covering the v down to the hair that grows 
between my legs, his fingers stirring lightly over the curls 
and making me shiver. A dark smile quirks the side of his 
lips, and then his hand dips lower, brushing ever so gently 
across my flesh, drawing a line from the top of my mound 
and down until his hand hits the bed - then back up again. 


Such a light, gentle touch, and yet it sets the fire inside me 
raging even further. I’ve never felt anything like that - a 
man’s hand, stroking across me, sending all the delicate 
nerve endings ablaze. My eyes widen, my breath catching 
in my throat as he hesitates, looking at me with his dark 
eyes. Then, slowly and deliberately, he does it again, holding 
eye contact until I can’t take it anymore, my eyelids sliding 
shut as my head tilts back of its own accord. 


I feel soaked and heated, so ready for him. His fingers 
continue to move gently and slowly, brushing over the nub 
of nerves at the top of my sex, making me shiver every time. 
Then they dip down through my wetness, bringing them 
back up again to rub over that bundle and enhance the 
feeling even more. It’s so intense I can hardly take it all in - 
I can’t speak, can’t think properly, can’t control my body. 


My eyes are closed, all of my other senses shutting out the 
rest of the world so I can concentrate only on the way that 
he makes me feel, the heat and the pressure building inside 
me, every touch so deliciously good. Just when I think it 
can’t possibly feel any better, I feel Aaron’s weight shift on 
the bed, his fingers momentarily pausing; then they are 
gone and I want to groan in complaint, but before I can, 
something new touches me. 


Something wet and rough and hot, caressing over me, 
making all those nerves ending come alive again. I crack my 
eyes open in surprise and catch sight of him, his head 
buried between my legs, completely focused on me as he 
licks and sucks and tastes, eliciting new sensations that I 
can barely describe. 


My eyes roll closed again as I moan out loud, unable not to. 
Not only does it feel amazing, but the thought of him down 
there - his mouth on me - is something that turns my 
arousal even higher. Who knew it was even possible to feel 
this way? It’s like there is something inside of me that is 
swelling, getting larger and larger, filling my whole body 
with light and electricity, the pinkish-purple shade of bliss, 
stoked higher and higher by Aaron’s tongue licking me, 
searching inside of me, rolling around that nub of nerves 
until I can’t... 


I can’t hold on. I reach down and grab hold of Aaron’s short 
hair, thinking that I will make him stop, drag his face away, 
but then - I can’t do it - I can only grasp hold of him as I - 


I come like a great wave, spilling over and out of me, 
flowing through my whole body, sending tingles through 
everything. For a moment all I know is the white hot heat 
behind my eyelids, the searing bliss that erases everything 
else around me, the whole universe narrowed to one single 
point of pleasure. 


I gasp for breath as Aaron moves his head away from my 
thighs, the sensation cooling and leaving me twitching and 
jerking until it subsides, leaving me to bask in the afterglow 
of the first time a man has ever made me come. 


CHAPTER SIXTEEN 


A re 


I watch Olivia twitch and gasp in pleasure, her face first 
screwing up with the intensity of her orgasm and then 
relaxing, smoothing out into total bliss. I alternate my gaze 
between her face and her body, watching the pulsing there, 
the aftermath of her pleasure. She is exquisite, in every 
line, every inch of skin. 


I look at her and I can’t see anything else in the whole 
world. Nothing exists outside of this one room in this cabin, 
not the forest or the mountains, not work or 
responsibilities, only this. I wanted to wait, to drag it out 
further, to give her all the pleasure she wants over the next 
few days before at last taking my own. That was the plan. 
Now, looking down at her flushed and open before me, I 
don’t think I can stick to it. 


I can’t wait. I can’t hold myself back anymore from her. I 
want more - I want to claim her right now, to spill my seed 
inside her and make her swell with my child, to leave my 
mark on her. I want every man to look at her and know she 


is mine, and no one else but me can ever have her. I need 
more. I need to take her now. 


I can’t stop looking at her, from her softly parted lips, her 
flushed and damp skin, and her heavy breasts lying on her 
heaving chest to her sex, glistening and wet with my saliva 
and her own juices. My hands reach out of their own accord 
and touch her, first her hips, gliding over her skin, gripping 
her waist, her thighs. Then up over her breasts, stroking 
her nipples, teasing them between my fingers, making them 
stand tall and proud. I can’t stop myself. I want to touch 
every part of her, with every part of myself. I want to 
consume every inch of her, to feel it, to know it. 


I will make her mine - PII do it now. I can’t wait. I meet her 
eyes as she opens them again, soft and dazed, full of the 
magical aura of the afterglow still settled on her. She is 
sleepy and blissed out, but when she sees the desire in my 
eyes her own open wider, taking me in. I know she sees my 
intentions in my gaze. I rake it over her again, exulting in 
her body, drinking her in again and again while I touch her, 
while I gather that wetness between her folds and rub it 
against her, provoking more. 


I reach down and grab the hem of my shirt, lifting it off over 
my head without pausing, one swift and smooth motion. I 
toss it to the floor, not caring about where it falls. I see 
Olivia’s eyes trail down over my chest, my abs. I’ve worked 
hard for this body. I see her bite her lip, and I know she still 
needs permission from me, encouragement, to know what 
to do. 


I take her hands, lying loose on the covers of the bed - 
telltale bunches in the fabric where she gathered it tight in 
her fists while I pleasured her - and place them on the 
planes of my chest, let her hesitate there a moment. I shift 


forward to make it easier for her to reach, letting her 
explore in her own time. 


Her hesitant touch runs over the surfaces of my muscles, 
tracing their angles, their hard and soft edges. She has a 
look of wonder in her eyes that I could see for the rest of my 
life and never tire of. She reaches for my hips and waits, 
looking up at me, her gaze meeting mine with a questioning 
look. 


I hop up off the bed, dislodging her hands and making her 
frown, but I soon step closer to her again, letting her lie on 
her side to face me, watching. I keep my eyes on her face, 
wanting to see every moment of her reaction, trying to read 
her thoughts behind them. I know she’s excited. I am too; 
this is the moment - when we mate together, it will be the 
beginning of something. Something that I will not allow 
ever to end, for the rest of our lives. 


I unbuckle my belt and then reach for my zipper, feeling a 
modicum of relief when the tight fabric parts, allowing my 
erection more room. My pants drop to the floor and pool 
around my ankles, leaving only one layer between us. 


My head is already trailing precome, soaking through the 
fabric of my tight boxer briefs. Everything about Olivia 
makes me hard, and watching her come for me, feeling it on 
my tongue, was enough to drive me wild. I keep my eyes on 
her face, operating by touch alone as I hook my hands into 
my waistband and yank down, letting my hard dick bob free 
in the cool air of the room. 


Olivia’s eyes are wide as saucers, taking in the sight of my 
cock with awe. I step a little closer after kicking my clothes 
away, encouraging her. She reaches out one hand, 
hesitantly, and I wait patiently, even though I’m so hard that 
I ache to be inside of her already. 


I let her take me in, until she feels comfortable. One finger 
touches my head and I wince, sucking in a breath; it’s 
almost more than I can bear already. I want to be inside her, 
thrusting hard and fast, losing myself. I can only just hold 
myself back as her fingers trail through my precome, 
running it down the side of my veiny length, throbbing with 
intense need. 


She has to be well enough acquainted by now - and I mean 
has to be, because I can’t hold back. There’s no way I can 
stop now. I have to take her - right now - before I burst 
with need for her body. 


CHAPTER SEVENTEEN 


O livia 


I never imagined that it would be so... big. 


Aaron’s cock is hot to the touch, strangely soft on the 
surface with so much hard steel underneath. Looking at it 
in awe, I can’t imagine how It could possibly fit inside me. I 
mean... that? Really? Is he sure? 


Given what he just did to me, I trust him. It feels like he 
knows what he’s doing, and I know he won’t steer me 
wrong. I have no choice. I’ve already given my body over to 
him - full permission to do whatever he wants. There’s no 
turning back. I don’t know that I would be able to make 
myself stop him if I wanted to - and I definitely don’t want 
to. 


Aaron climbs back onto the bed, and I can’t tear my eyes 
away from the way his length moves, bobbing in the air like 
it has a life of its own, straining upwards as if it wants to get 
away and act independently, thick and long and already 
dribbling with something clear and sticky. I roll onto my 
back again and open myself below him, making no attempt 


to cover myself. Not now. The time for shyness has gone; 
now all I want is to give him all of me, to let him take as 
much as he wants. 


I widen my hips, rolling my legs to the sides, opening myself 
up as much as I can. I want him to know how much I want 
this. There’s no question anymore. This is everything I 
want. 


Aaron takes his cock in his hand and rubs it slowly against 
me, the head trailing through my wetness, rubbing up and 
down over all of those sensitive spots that are now hyper- 
reactive, making me moan and fidget. The pleasure is so 
intense it barely even feels real, as if I can’t possibly be 
here - can’t possibly be experiencing something so strong. 


Then Aaron looks up, his eyes fixing onto mine, and he 
keeps them there as he finds my entrance and settles 
against it, ready and waiting. I nod quickly, not because I 
think he needs to know he has my permission - he must 
already know - but because I want this to happen so badly 
that I’m impatient. Hurry up, I want to tell him - take me 
now - do it now. 


Aaron pushes forward slowly, and only the barest amount, 
but my eyes fly open wide at the tightness as he pushes in. 
It’s already so much - I feel so full. It feels as though he 
won't even be able to make it in, that my body won’t have 
enough space inside for him to fit, but he does, and he sits 
there a moment, letting me get used to the new sensation. 


It doesn’t take long before he moves again. He inches in 
just a little at a time, slowly, moving with such exaggerated 
care that I know is hard for him. He wants to be inside all 
the way, to take me completely, but out of care for me he 
moves slowly. It makes me want him even more, makes me 
burn for him, knowing that he would care for me that way. 


With every slow movement in it feels more and more 
impossible that he could even possibly go any further, but 
he pushes and pushes, slowly filling me in a way that I 
never could have imagined before now. I could never have 
written this - I wouldn’t even have believed it felt this way - 
and he fills me up more and more until I am so completely 
full that I feel as though he is filling every gap, sealed tight 
to me, so much so I can barely breathe or think or move. 


“There,” he breathes, his head just above mine, his eyes still 
connected deeply to mine. I know he’s all the way in, and I 
can hardly summon any words to reply. I look deep into his 
eyes and hope that he can read me, knows that I’m feeling 
something I don’t know how to say, knows that I want more. 


The tightness remains as he slowly pulls out and then 
pushes back in again, a little pinch catching my breath as 
he pushes so deep inside. It’s so intense I don’t know what 
to do, how I should move - I can’t even think about the fact 
that maybe I should move - it’s all too much. 


Slowly, as Aaron carefully thrusts with a measured rhythm 
and tempo, the pain goes away, the tightness becomes more 
comfortable. He fills me in a way that feels so right, so 
amazing - like this is the way it is always meant to be. Like 
we should never be apart again but always joined just like 
this, Aaron as deep inside me as he can go, fulfilling a 
biological imperative, sending us both into ecstasy. 


I slowly come to gain control of myself enough to open my 
eyes and look at him, to see his face as he thrusts into me, 
the pleasure written over his features. When he sucks in a 
breath or gasps or can’t hold back a moan I feel it radiate 
down into my center, turning me on even more than I 
thought was possible, making everything more intense. I 
did that - me. I made him feel that. 


The thought begins to push me back towards that ball of 
light, that pleasure spiraling through every cell of my body, 
that big wave that wants nothing more than to spill over. 
And finally there is one more thought that does the job and 
pushes me over the edge - we are having sex - he is taking 
my virginity - and it’s Aaron who is the one doing it. 


I let go, letting go of everything, letting my body lose 
control. I feel it more intense than the last time, my whole 
body jerking and twitching as it washes over me again and 
again, making everything from the top of my head to the tip 
of my toes tingle. 


I realize belatedly I’ve called out his name - shouted it - and 
I hear him say mine as he half-collapses over me, his lower 
body twitching out of the careful rhythm he constructed, 
out of control. I know beyond a doubt that we have both 
come to the ultimate enjoyment from this, that both of us 
are satisfied, slicked with sweat and buzzing with the last 
remnants of the pleasure still running through our veins. 


Aaron slowly pulls out and away from me, my body almost 
rebelling in protest as he leaves me empty to flop down on 
the bed next to me. For a moment I’m so tired all I can do is 
stare at him, wordlessly, sated and blissful. 


And when his hand lands lazily on my breast, stroking my 
nipple in a casual gesture, I know that for all the exhaustion 
I’m not done - I will never be done - I want him again. 


CHAPTER EIGHTEEN 


A re 


I lay beside Olivia, watching her regain her breath, her 
composure. She is so beautiful. I don’t know what I did ina 
former life to deserve this goddess landing in my life in such 
a random way, but it must have been something pretty 
good. 


And the best part of it all is, I still have another five days to 
enjoy her all to myself before we have to return to the real 
world. 


“Hungry?” I ask, grinning at her exhausted expression. 
Even though we just ate before getting into bed, it doesn’t 
matter. We’ve spent a lot of energy, and my body - used to 
protein shakes and long gym sessions - already wants 
another top up. 


Olivia blinks slowly, then a smile spreads across her face. “I 
could eat,” she says. 


That’s what I was counting on. “I ordered some pastries for 
breakfast,” I tell her. “But we could tackle them now.” 


“That sounds perfect,” Olivia says. 


I leave the room to gather them, not bothering to put on 
any clothes. I’m not exactly ashamed to walk around naked 
in front of her - even soft, I know I have a larger than 
average endowment - and there’s no one else here. Privacy 
is just the best thing. I wonder if I can convince her that we 
don’t need clothes at all for the rest of the week. I know I 
wouldn’t mind the view. 


By the time I’ve dug out a tray from one of the cupboards 
and piled the pastries onto several plates, then carried 
them through with some juice and two glasses, Olivia has 
cleaned up a little. The towels we used during the massage 
are gone, and she’s under the covers, tucked in up to her 
neck. I notice her eyeing my dick as I re-enter and grin to 
myself. Looks like her appetite might be coming back in 
more ways than one. 


I scoot in next to her and set the tray down in front of us, 
gesturing for her to help herself. I grab a soft, buttery 
croissant from the top of one of the piles of pastries and 
begin to dig in, leaning over the tray so the flaky pastry 
won’t rain down on the bed. 


“This is a lot of breakfast,” Olivia says, taking a pain au 
chocolat with a wide-eyed look. 


“I didn’t know what you liked,” I shrug. “I figure it was 
better to get a bit of everything.” 


“What did you say you do again?” Olivia asks, before taking 
a bite of her own snack. 


Alright, maybe I have overplayed my hand as far as hiding 
the fact that I have a bit of money to play with. But I 
couldn’t help myself. I wanted to make sure that everything 
was perfect for her. 


“T didn’t,” I shrug, laying back against the headboard and 
settling my back comfortably. I eye the tray. There’s a lot to 
choose from, that much is true. Maybe Ill take an apricot 
tart before I put the food away again. 


“That’s not fair,” Olivia pouts. “You know everything about 
me, and you won’t tell me a thing about yourself.” 


“You know plenty.” I run the back of a hand down the 
outside of her arm. “You know my name. You know what 
kind of food I like to eat. You can tell I like to hit the gym. 
And you know I’m good in bed.” 


Olivia stifles a chortle at my last words. “And I know you 
have a big enough ego that I don’t need to reinforce it,” she 
laughs. 


“There you go, see? You know plenty about me.” 


“That’s not enough.” Olivia shakes her head. “I don’t even 
know your last name.” 


No, she doesn’t. Because the second she hears my last 
name, she’ll know exactly who I am and why I have so much 
money. And that’s when the game will be up. I’m so sick of 
people wanting me only for my money. She’s mine, and I 
want to keep the rest away for a little longer. Knowing that 
she is mine because of who I am, not because she wants to 
be wealthy beyond her wildest dreams. 


“T don’t know everything about you, either,” I say, teasingly. 
“That’s an exaggeration.” 


“No, it isn’t. You know about college, and my family, and 
what I want to do.” 


“Yeah,” I say, reaching out to grab that apricot tart. “But 
there’s so much I don’t know. Like whether you have any 


pets, what your favorite color is, if you have a favorite 
singer or band...” 


“That’s easy,” Olivia says, polishing off another pain au 
chocolat. I’ve learned a little something extra, she loves 
chocolate with her French pastries. “No, but I’d love a 
puppy, pink, and Taylor Swift.” 


I stifle a groan. “Taylor Swift?” 


Olivia offers me a grin. “Don’t worry, I only like singing 
along with her. Not breaking men’s hearts and then 
bragging about it. Although, more power to her.” 


“Fine, fine,” I say, slipping my hand around her shoulders. 
“So long as you don’t have a posse of girlfriends ready to 
take me down if I even so much as look at you wrong.” 


“There’s a simple solution for that,” Olivia laughs. “Just 
don’t look at me wrong.” 


“Maybe I shouldn’t risk looking at all.” I shut my eyes tight, 
putting one hand over them, and start feeling around in the 
air with the other one. “Where are you? Where’d you go?” 


Olivia laughs, then screams playfully as I deliberately grope 
through the air towards her chest, pulling the sheets down 
and taking her breast in my hand. I squeeze it as if trying to 
figure out what it is, making a curious humming sound. 


Olivia, still laughing, swats my hand away and then pulls the 
other one down from my eyes. But, mission accomplished, 
she’s topless again and I can’t help my eyes gravitating 
downwards, especially when she moves towards me and 
makes them swing and bounce with the motion. 


“You’re going to knock the food over,” Olivia says, grinning. 


“Huh.” I look at the tray. “One way to fix that. 


Within moments the tray is on the floor at the far side of the 
room, where I don’t think either of us is likely to tread on it, 
and I’m back on the bed, pulling the covers away from 
Olivia. It’s only been a short while but I’m already hungry 
for her again, and I don’t want to miss a single second of 
enjoying it. 


Olivia’s chuckles fade into seriousness as I kiss her deeply, 
our tongues twisting together while my hands hold both 
sides of her face. My hands soon drop, caressing over other 
parts of her skin, expertly finding her nipples and tweaking 
them until I feel her gasp for air under my lips. 


Then I push her back and descend on her, my tongue 
making short work of her nipples until I reach down to find 
her wet and ready for me again. I’ve been aching for it, my 
dick already hard as a rod again from the moment I moved 
the pastries, and I know I have to have her. 


I ease into Olivia, feeling her tight, wet, hotness like coming 
home. This is where I belong, buried inside her up to the 
hilt, watching her face as she reacts to the feeling of being 
filled by me. I could put those faces in a frame and look at 
them all day long. I could do this all day long, come to think 
of it. 


I take my time, building up a slow rhythm, running my 
hands over Olivia’s body. Even though she came the first 
time, it was likely to have been the most uncomfortable sex 
will ever be for her - and now she can start to really enjoy 
it. I watch her reactions, the things that make her shudder 
and moan, the movements that make her lift her hips 
towards me. I learn them by rote, doing them over and over 
until she looks like she’s right on the edge, then stop and 
change it up and bring her back, until she is panting and 
flushed, so ready for it she hardly knows what to do with 
herself. 


“Olivia.” I lean down over her, so that when she opens her 
eyes, she’s looking right into mine. A smile curves my lips as 
I tell her what to do. “Come for me.” 


At the same time, I jerk my hips forward, thrusting right 
against that sweet spot that she seems to enjoy the most. 
She cries out and I look right into her eyes as she comes, 
doing as she’s told, her tight channel convulsing around me, 
squeezing my dick tightly. 


I come in response to that pulsating grip, shooting my seed 
inside of her for the second time, feeling the power of life 
flow from me to her. She is mine, and there’s no one in the 
world that could doubt that now. 


CHAPTER NINETEEN 


O livia 


We lay there in the darkness, the mood lighting slowly 
dimming and going out, and I fall asleep with my head 
pillowed on Aaron’s chest. I don’t how long I sleep for, but 
when I wake up, the room is flooded with sunlight again. 


Aaron is laying next to me on his side, and I slowly realize 
that his hand is stroking my belly, running in slow and 
soothing circles. 


“What are you doing?” I ask sleepily, cracking my eyes 
open. 


“Rubbing our baby,” Aaron says. 


I open my eyes wide at those words, fully awake now. Did I 
just imagine that? “Our baby?” I repeat. 


“Mm.” Aaron stops stroking and looks up at me, meeting my 
eyes with his dark gaze. “I think you’re pregnant. I can feel 
it. Something is different.” 


I open my mouth to tell him that he must be crazy - we only 
had sex twice, and besides, how could someone tell just like 


that? But when I try, I find myself closing my mouth again 
without saying a word. Maybe he’s right. Something about 
the way he says it resonates deep within me. Maybe I am 
pregnant after all. I can’t explain it, but I have a feeling that 
it could be true. 


And if it is true, then how do I feel about it? I take a moment 
to assess myself, that possibility. Strangely, it doesn’t terrify 
me at all like I thought it might. Instead, I feel excited. 
Happy. Like something new is just beginning. 


Something new, with this man. 


I look at Aaron again and nestle myself against his chest, my 
eyes seeking out the far wall as I hide myself in him. I don’t 
want him to see my face. The idea of a baby brings up 
thoughts of the future, something I had successfully shut 
out until now. And what is our future? What could this 
handsome, older, and obviously rich man possibly want with 
me? 


He won't even tell me anything about himself - not even his 
last name. Come to think of it, I only have his word for it 
that his name is Aaron. It might be something else entirely. 
This whole trip could be just a bit of fun for him - a way to 
blow off some steam without consequences. 


I hope not. Because in spite of myself, I feel something 
different. I know that I’m beginning to fall for him. 


In fact, maybe I’ve already fallen. 


“We only have a few more days left here,” Aaron says, 
tucking his nose against the top of my head and planting a 
kiss there. 


His words make me tense up. It’s as if he knows what I was 
thinking. Only a few more days left before all of this comes 
to an end, and we probably never see each other again. 


Why would he want to stay in touch with some overweight, 
nerdy, random college student who he only met by chance? 
I close my eyes, not wanting to think about it. “That’s right,” 
I agree, trying not to let my voice come out as strained as I 
feel. 


“Well, what do you want to do today?” Aaron asks. “You 
could do some uninterrupted writing if you want - IIl stay 
out of your way. Or we could go for a hike, take in some of 
the views. Just staying around the cabin is fine, too - if you 
haven’t got anything to read, I could lend you something I 
brought.” 


All of it sounds fine, but not satisfying enough. It’s true that 
coming to this cabin was a once-in-a-lifetime experience, 
but then again, I did get a full refund. I could try to save the 
money somehow through college and come back again next 
summer. I could try to write then. I could hike the forest 
then. Right now, there’s only one part of this experience 
which is irreplaceable - something I can’t do anywhere or 
any time else. 


“Ts it alright if we just stay in bed?” I ask. Nervously, I let my 
hand drop down between us, searching for Aaron. I meet 
the ridges of his abs and move down until I can grab hold of 
him fully, feeling him stiffen in my hand. 


“Perfectly fine with me,” Aaron replies, then shifts until he 
can cover my mouth with his, kissing me until my toes tingle 
and I lose all sense of time and place. 


CHAPTER TWENTY 


A re 


Four days of glorious, unbridled fucking, with no barriers 
between us. Four days of doing whatever we wanted to 
each other, whenever the moment took us. 


It turns out I never had to have that conversation with 
Olivia about not wearing any clothes for the rest of our stay 
- because we barely left the bedroom enough to put them 
on. And when we did leave, it was usually to eat - which 
entailed bringing the food back into the bedroom and then 
working it off - or to shower in the bathroom, which also 
ended with a lot of fun under the water. 


It’s on our fifth day together, the last day before my stay is 
supposed to end, that I finally bring it up. 


“Pm going to sit outside for a bit,” Olivia says, getting out of 
bed and rooting around in the drawers for something to 
wear. “I’ve barely done that this whole stay. I should enjoy 
the view.” 


“Alright, I’ll come sit with you,” I say, jumping out of bed 
and taking her by the hand. “Leave that. We don’t need to 


get dressed.” 


“What are you talking about?” Olivia gives a half-laugh, 
confused. “Of course, we need to get dressed. We’re going 
outside.” 


“Outside in this remote and isolated part of the woods, 
which no one but us even knows exists,” I point out. “We 
have both of the keys, remember? The customer key and 
the one the owner is supposed to hold onto. No one else has 
any reason to come up here.” 


“That’s not the point.” Olivia looks sad for some reason, her 
face downcast and twisted. “I can’t just go sit out there 
naked.” 


I laugh, though the humor of the situation is quickly 
disappearing. “Why not?” 


Olivia lets out a frustrated breath and turns away from me, 
her face blazing red. “Because look at me. I can’t.. I 
couldn’t ever be naked outside. If someone comes, I... I 
can’t let them see me. See how big I am.” 


I frown. This is new. I had no idea that Olivia was so self- 
conscious about her weight. Maybe the novelty and the 
shared excitement of our sex stopped her from thinking 
about it, but now she definitely is - and it’s not right. 


“But you’re beautiful,” I tell her, drawing her towards me 
when she moves to step away. “Your body is amazing. 
Perfect.” 


“You don’t mean that.” 


“Yes, I do,” I say. “I can’t stand those stick thin insects you 
always see in magazines and on TV. You’re a real woman. 
Beautiful in every curve of your body. I love it - your hips, 


your ass. I can’t look at you without wanting to fill my hands 
with you.” 


Olivia darts a confused look my way. “ You like this?” 


I laugh. “Why else would I be sleeping with you? I Jove this. 
You have the perfect figure.” 


“But...” Olivia bites her lip and looks away from me, down at 
the floor. 


I can see that she’s confused, and I don’t like it one bit. I 
need to get to the bottom of this, and that means figuring 
out exactly what’s going on in her head. 


“Why did you think I wanted you?” I ask. “Did you really 
think I found you unattractive, after all of this?” 


Olivia shrugs helplessly, her shoulders moving up and down 
in a miserable gesture. “I don’t know,” she says. “I didn’t 
understand it.” 


I shake my head, gripping her by the shoulders. Then I shift 
my hand to cup her chin, because I need her to look at me - 
I need her to understand. “I think you’re beautiful,” I tell 
her, looking deep into her eyes. “Inside and out.” 


Olivia closes her eyes for a brief moment. I think I see an 
old pain there, something she’s spent a lot of time dealing 
with. I bristle at the thought. Anyone who’s ever hurt her - I 
would love to get them in a dark alley with no one around to 
witness. I’d pay them back tenfold. 


Another concern rises to the top of my mind, if she thought 
that I wasn’t really interested in her physically - just using 
her for sex - then what else must she think? That this 
wasn’t serious? That there’s no future in it? 


That’s something I have to correct right away. 


“Olivia,” I say, gently, calling her attention back to my face. 
“What do you think will happen after this? When our stay is 
over?” 


“I don’t know,” Olivia admits, biting her lip again. She 
makes an attempt at a smile which clenches my chest with 
pain. “I guess we'll just go our separate ways.” 


“That’s what you think of me,” I murmur softly. How could I 
have given her the opposite of the intended impression? 
Maybe I didn’t account for Olivia’s low self-esteem, the way 
I guess others have made her feel about the way she looks. 
She’s only just going to college; until now, she’s been 
surrounded by boys and girls, not adults. She hasn’t had 
the chance to learn what a real man would think of her. 


“Pm sorry,” Olivia whispers. When I look at her again, her 
eyes are brimming with tears. “I didn’t mean to offend you.” 


I cup her face gently with my hands, then bend to ghost a 
kiss across her lips. “I’m not offended,” I say. “I’m sad. I 
didn’t want you to think this was just a throwaway thing. I 
guess I didn’t get the message across clear enough.” 


“What message?” Olivia asks, a little frown appearing 
between her blue eyes. 


I smile slowly, rubbing the pad of my thumb across her 
lower lip. “I could tell you,” I say. “But I won’t. I’m going to 
show you.” 


“What does that mean?” 


I laugh a little at the expression on Olivia’s face, confused 
and a little indignant. She wants to know now. I get it. But 
that will make the build up all the sweeter. “It means you’re 
going to have to wait just a little while,” I say. “Now, go fora 
walk. I’ve got some calls to make to arrange a surprise.” 


CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE 


O liva 


I take my time on my walk through the trees, trying to 
understand what Aaron meant by everything we talked 
about. I made sure to grab some clothes before heading out 
- despite what he said, there’s no way I’m risking some 
random hiker coming across me stark naked in the woods. 
Aside from being embarrassing, it sounds pretty dangerous, 
too. 


Could he really mean that he actually has feelings for me - 
that he wants to see me again after this trip ends? I hadn’t 
even considered that he might feel that way, because it just 
seemed so ridiculous. He’s so gorgeous, with his height, his 
broad shoulders, his handsome face - and he’s so much 
older than me. Surely, there must be women at home who 
would be better suited to him. 


But what he said earlier seems to dispute that. And now I’m 
confused; more than that, a little scared. I’m scared 
because there is a flare of hope inside my heart that has 
started to burn brightly, and if it turns out to be one big 
joke, then I know it’s going to hurt bad. 


Because the truth is, I’d love to stay here forever. Just me 
and Aaron, never getting out of bed again. I don’t know if I 
would even miss the rest of the world. Being with him - it’s 
amazing, and not just because of the sex. I want to have this 
forever. I yearn for it. I’ve fallen for him hard and fast, and 
I’m so frightened that I’m about to hit the ground at a 
hundred miles an hour and have my heart smash to pieces. 


When I arrive back at the cabin, Aaron isn’t alone. The sight 
of the first stranger since the beginning of the week is a 
shock - I had almost forgotten that other people exist or 
how to deal with them. There’s a man in a dark suit, neatly 
turned out with sandy blond hair combed back across his 
head, standing beside a black car. It’s parked right outside 
the cabin, and he’s talking to Aaron, relaxed in his more 
casual black clothing. 


As I come closer, they break off talking and Aaron calls over 
to me, “How was your walk?” 


“Good,” I say, warily. I don’t know who this is or how to deal 
with it. Should I turn and go back, do another circuit? 


“My assistant’s just dropping off a delivery for later,” Aaron 
tells me with a wolfish grin. 


“What is it?” I ask. I feel curiosity bubbling up inside me. 
This is the big surprise - the thing he said he would ‘show’ 
me what he wanted to say. What does it all mean? 


“You'll find out soon enough.” Aaron winks at me and 
gestures towards the cabin. “Why don’t you go into the 
bedroom and shut the door, so we can set up your surprise 
without spoiling it?” 


I want to object, though I’m not sure to what. Maybe the 
fact that Aaron keeps telling me what to do. Not that I’m 


actually complaining, because I quite like it when he takes 
charge. Still, it’s the principle of the thing. 


But I shut my mouth, partially because I feel strangely 
uneasy around Aaron’s assistant, and head inside to do as 
I’m told. I guess I’ve really grown used to it just being the 
two of us over the past few days. The presence of someone 
else here feels like an intrusion. 


I shut the bedroom door and grab my notebook from beside 
the bed. At least if I have to be shut away for a little while, I 
can do some of the work that I actually planned to do while 
I’m here. 


It’s not until over an hour later that I hear a knock at the 
door. For all this time I’ve been able to hear quiet noises out 
there, shuffling sounds and the movement of furniture and 
footsteps, but no speech. I guess Aaron imposed a vow of 
silence on his assistant so that I wouldn’t be able to guess 
what they’re up to. I’ve barely been able to concentrate on 
my work, and the sound of the knock on the door has me 
springing to my feet and flying over to it. 


I open it in a rush and see Aaron standing there, leaning 
against the door frame with an easy smile. He’s changed 
into a black shirt that seems almost to ripple against his 
skin, the fine fabric cut exactly to his figure. It looks 
expensive. “Are you ready?” he asks. 


“I don’t know what for,” I protest. 


“Here,” Aaron says, shifting to reveal a large box behind 
him. He lifts it easily and passes it to me, then rests his 
hand on the side of the door again. “I got you something for 
tonight. Open it.” 


I take the package - surprisingly light, given its size - over 
to the bed and lay it down, prying open the folded 


cardboard to reveal an interior swathed in tissue paper. 
Pulling it all aside, I find the most unexpected thing, a 
delicate dress in a pale blue fabric, folded perfectly to avoid 
creases. I glance at Aaron in surprise. 


“Try it on,” he says, stepping away from the door. “It’s just 
us now. You don’t have to worry about privacy.” 


I stare after him into the now-empty doorway, unsure of 
what to do. But what is there, except to follow his 
instructions? Everything is so strange, and I still don’t have 
any idea of what he has planned. But I slip out of my clothes 
and into the dress. I see the label as I lift it out of the box 
and cover my mouth for a second, worried about even 
touching it - I know of the designer, and I know this is 
probably worth more than everything I’ve earned in the last 
couple of years. I would never be able to afford it myself. 


But looking at myself in the bathroom mirror, I can see why 
the price tag is justified. It fits me like a dream, a blue 
waterfall of silk moving over my body, emphasizing all of the 
best parts and minimizing those I don’t like. How did Aaron 
manage to get it so right, and find something that would fit 
me perfectly? It’s incredible. 


Like this, I can’t help but feel that going out without my hair 
and makeup done would be a sin, so I grab my bag and 
start putting on a simple look. After a moment’s thought, I 
finish it with a dash of blue eyeshadow to match both the 
dress and my eyes. That feels much more fitting. Done at 
last, I step out into the main room of the cabin. 


I have to gasp. Not only is Aaron incredibly handsome in his 
fancy clothes, but he’s also leaning against the table, set 
once again with some elegant silver covered dishes. More 
scatter the countertop in the kitchen, and candles burn in 
the center of the table filling the room with a soft floral 
scent. 


“Your dinner awaits, my darling,” Aaron says with a lazy 
smile, then steps forward to take me by the hand and look 
me up and down. “ You look incredible.” 


“T know,” I say, and then laugh at myself. “I mean - I’m not 
being arrogant, I just...” 


“Tt’s not arrogance at all,” Aaron smiles. “Just the truth.” 


I feel my cheeks flare pink, and I laugh. I feel strangely 
emotional - like I might burst into tears. Is this how it feels 
like to be beautiful all of the time? 


“Take a seat,” Aaron says, leading me over to hold my chair 
for me and slide it under as I sit. Then he takes his place 
opposite me and pulls off the silver covers with a flourish. 
“Our appetizers. Tonight, we dine at my favorite restaurant 
- just a little further from the main dining area than most 
guests.” 


I take in the sheer number of covered dishes dotted around 
the room. There must be five courses set out here, all of 
them just for us. The food on the plate in front of me is 
delicately arranged, carefully balanced elements literally on 
top of one another, a smear of sauce here and a deliberate 
drop there. How it all got together in one piece is a miracle. 


Or, maybe, just the power of Aaron. 


I lift up my fork and take a bite, figuring that there’s no 
sense in wondering about the miracle for so long that the 
food goes cold. Every bite is decadent and indulgent, rich 
sauces, meats cooked exactly to perfection, the very best 
ingredients. I know this must have cost a lot. 


“This is incredible,” I sigh, halfway through our main. 
Though the food portions are smaller than what I would 
expect at the restaurants I usually eat at, the sheer number 
of dishes makes up for it. Each one is exquisitely arranged 


and detailed, and the flavors are rich and sharp, all 
complementing one another rather than vying for attention. 


“Tm glad you like it,” Aaron says. “I’d like to take you to the 
restaurant itself some day soon. I can get us a table 
whenever we want.” 


I glance up at him through my eyelashes. This is the first 
time he’s made any mention of the future, even though he 
promised that tonight he would show me what he wanted 
for us after this. 


Could it be that this is what he meant - the two of us, out on 
a normal date together? In front of the whole world, not shy 
about who sees? 


In spite of myself, the thought makes me feel a little weak at 
the knees. To be out in public, flaunted as his woman - yes, 
it sounds sweet. Sweeter than I could have imagined. I 
think about the life I had in mind, college, getting my 
degree, becoming a writer. It’s all about working towards 
happiness in the future. But with Aaron, I could have 
happiness right now. 


It’s a thought that carries me all the way through to 
dessert, making me see everything in a more serious light. 
The way we talk so easily, flowing from topic to topic 
without having to try. The way that Aaron looks at me witha 
smile as he drinks from his wine glass. The good food, much 
better quality than I could ever afford myself. 


I don’t know anything about him, it strikes me again. Not 
even his last name. Not how he could afford something like 
this. But as I look at him, I realize it doesn’t really matter. I 
feel the way I feel, and that’s not going to change just 
because I know what name he inherited from his family. 


“Do you understand what I wanted to show you?” Aaron 
asks. 


I look up at him. “I don’t know,” I say hesitantly. “I just... I’m 
not sure.” 


I hope. But I don’t want to say it. 


Aaron lays his hand over mine. “That I will do anything to 
make you happy,” he says simply. “Because I love you.” 


He loves me. 


The words settle in around us, hanging in the air. I take 
them in with my heart feeling like it will burst. 


“Well?” Aaron asks, gesturing at my empty plate, 
interrupting me from even thinking of a response. “What 
did you think?” 


“Everything was amazing,” I sigh wistfully. “I’ve never eaten 
anything that amazing before.” 


“Good.” Aaron is grinning now, though I don’t exactly know 
why. “Would you say it was a special meal?” 


I glance down at the plates that held fine-dining food, the 
designer dress, Aaron sitting in front of me. “Of course,” I 
tell him. It’s not even really a question. 


“Perfect.” Aaron gets up from the table. “I was hoping you’d 
say that.” 


“Why?” I ask, watching him. For some reason my heart is 
fluttering fast in my chest. Am I just imagining it, or did 
something change in the air? 


“Because this deserves a special occasion,” Aaron says, and 
before I can ask him what, he goes down on one knee in 
front of me, his hands cradling the sudden appearance of a 
jewelry box. “Olivia, I know we haven’t known each other 


long. But I don’t need any more time to know. You’re the 
one I’ve been waiting for my whole life. I never settled 
down before, but that was because I just hadn’t met you 
yet. Will you do me the honor of joining me for the rest of 
my life, as my cherished, beautiful wife?” 


I stare at him, my eyes and mouth both open wide. For a 
long moment, I can’t even think of anything to say. 


CHAPTER TWENTY-TWO 


A re 


A flash of anxiety passes through me as Olivia simply stares 
at me in silence. For once, I can’t read her face. Does she 
have doubts? 


Then her face clears in a rush of emotions, tears springing 
to her eyes, and she nods her head quickly. “ Yes,” she says, 
gasping for breath. “Yes, I will. I love you, too!” 


I grin, tears flooding to my own eyes as I fill with joy. I blink 
them back to open the box and take out the ring - an 
heirloom piece from my mother, cut with beautiful 
diamonds in a glittering setting. I slip it onto Olivia’s finger, 
feeling it fit perfectly. Last night while she was sleeping I 
made sure I had the right measurements. 


I pull her into my arms, lifting her up from her chair and 
holding her tightly against me, then lower my mouth to 
claim hers in a deep kiss. A kiss reserved for my future wife. 
She’s mine now, and that’s never going to change. 


Proving to her that I want a future with her was something 
that only came up today, but it doesn’t mean I hadn't been 


planning for this. Thinking about it. I just moved the date up 
a little to make sure she doesn’t slip away from me when we 
both leave this cabin. 


Leaving this cabin that brings up a thought. We’re going to 
have to face the real world sooner or later, as much as we 
both might not want to. But it doesn’t have to be a bad 
thing. I lead Olivia over to the couch so that we can sit 
together, entwined as we lay back, digesting our opulent 
meal. 


“Tomorrow was supposed to be my day to leave,” I say, 
letting the words hang in the air. 


“You’re not going yet, though, are you?” Olivia asks. She 
clings a little tighter to my arm, wrapped around her 
stomach. “You'll stay until the day after with me? We might 
as well both check out at the same time.” 


I lower a kiss to her forehead. “I will. But it doesn’t mean 
we'll be able to stay forever. Just one more day. Then we 
have to go back to the real world.” 


Olivia sighs. “I don’t want to,” she says. 


“We can make our own new world together,” I tell her. “Just 
because we won’t be here anymore, doesn’t mean we can’t 
make a new life.” 


“But there’s so much to think about.” Olivia raises her hand 
in front of her face, looking at her glittering engagement 
ring. “My Dad is coming to pick me up.” 


Oh. Now, that is unexpected. I thought she was planning to 
get a taxi back to the office where you drop off the keys. 


Looks like I might be meeting her family just a little bit 
earlier than expected. 


“Should you call him?” I ask. “Let him know about... well, 
everything?” 


The ring catches the light from above us, sending rays of 
color across our faces. “I can’t,” Olivia says. “He didn’t 
bring me because he has a conference. I won’t be able to 
contact him until the morning when he comes, and then 
there won’t be any point he’ll be driving.” 


“So, we tell him everything in person, then,” I say. It doesn’t 
sound like the perfect way to do it, it would be better if he 
had some time to digest the news, especially with it being 
so sudden - but it will have to be this way. 


Olivia shifts a little. I’m already getting to know her well 
enough that I can tell she’s uneasy about something. “The 
thing is,” she says. “My Dad’s kind of... protective.” 


“Protective?” I repeat. Why does my heart rate increase at 
that word? Now I can’t shake a feeling of uneasiness myself. 


“Yeah. He, um. Tends to warn off boys that I’m not even 
anywhere near. I don’t know if he’s going to like this.” 


I swallow down a bundle of nerves. It’s not like I haven’t 
dealt with difficult people before - it’s just that it’s usually in 
the boardroom. Something like this - something personal, 
that matters so much - might be more of a challenge. Or 
maybe it’s just that there’s so much more resting on the 
outcome. 


“Its sure to be a shock,” I say, trying to think reasonably. 
“He might need some time to get used to the idea.” 


“He might try to keep us apart,” Olivia admits. “I don’t want 
to worry you, but... I don’t think he’ll be open to the idea at 
all, not at first.” 


I feel a surge of possessiveness, squeezing my arms tighter 
around Olivia. If anyone tries to take her away from me, 
they might find themselves on the wrong end of my fist - 
father or not. 


“I won’t let that happen,” I tell her. “If he objects, you’ll just 
come away with me instead of going home.” 


Olivia is mine. She’s not going anywhere - and besides, her 
father’s house won't be her home for long. 


“Maybe that’s the best option,” Olivia agrees. She relaxes a 
little against me. She must be reassured to know that I will 
fight for her. “But you should let me do the talking, at least 
until it gets to that point.” 


“T will,” I say, pressing a kiss against the top of her head. 
“But I won’t let him take you away. If it comes to that, rH 
fight for you. I mean it. No matter who tries to come 
between us, I won’t let them stand a chance.” 


I just hope that my first meeting with my father-in-law 
doesn’t come to blows - even if I’m willing to go that far for 
her. 


CHAPTER TWENTY-THREE 


O liva 


I stand nervously looking down the road away from the 
cabin, trying to remember how to breathe. My chest feels 
tight with nerves, and I haven’t been able to sit down since 
I woke up this morning. 


How can I possibly relax, knowing that Dad is on his way to 
pick me up? I had different expectations for this moment 
when I set off. I thought that I might be sad to leave, either 
because I was having a great time or because I hadn’t 
achieved what I wanted to. I thought I might even be happy 
to see Dad, if I got homesick or the week felt like it 
stretched on too long. But I never thought I would be so 
nervous that I almost want to throw up. 


It seems to take hours for the car to come, but when I do 
finally hear the faint sound of an engine, I immediately wish 
we had more time. I press a desperate kiss to Aaron’s lips - 
he stands next to me, all of our luggage neatly arranged 
despite the fact that his car came an hour ago - and then 
stand apart from him, waiting to see my Dad. 


The familiar car appears from between the trees and is 
parked in front of us in a very short time - too short. Now 
he’s here and it all feels too fast, and I want to hang on to 
being alone with Aaron just a little bit longer, but it’s all too 
late. 


“Hey, Olive!” Dad calls as he gets out of the car, using my 
old nickname. He frowns a little behind his sunglasses to 
see the other car, and Aaron beside it. “Sorry, am I late? You 
look like you’re waiting to move in.” 


I take the opportunity to dive in before Aaron can answer. 
“Uh, no, Dad. Actually, Aaron’s been staying here as well.” 


Dad looks between us, not comprehending. “I thought this 
was a private retreat?” he asks. 


“It was,” I say. I bite my lip. How to sum up all the amazing 
things that have happened this week? I go for the simplest 
possible explanation. “There was a mix-up at the booking 
office. We ended up both renting the same cabin for the 
week. In the end, we decided we would both stay, and they 
refunded my money, so I actually got to stay here for free.” 


Dad looks simultaneously disturbed and happy at the clean 
version of our history. “Well, I suppose it’s good they gave 
you the money back. But, you both had to stay together? In 
that little cabin?” 


“It turned out for the best,” I say. “Actually, I had a really 
great time.” 


“Well, alright.” Dad moves to start picking up my bags. 
“Anyway, I suppose we’d better get moving. You can tell me 
all about it in the car.” 


“Actually,” I cut in, holding up a hand to stop him. “There’s 
more to tell you. The thing is...” 


“What is that?” Dad interrupts. He’s staring at my hand. 
The hand with the engagement ring. 


“Um, it’s an engagement ring,” I say, only able to state the 
obvious dumbly at the moment. 


The frown is back on Dad’s face. I can see him looking back 
and forth between me, the ring, and Aaron. “And what’s it 
doing on your finger?” he asks. 


“Well,” I say, choosing my words carefully. “You see, the 
thing is, I had a really good week. And Aaron proposed.” 


“Aar...” Dad cuts himself off and pulls off his sunglasses, 
looking at us both again. “Aaron proposed?” 


“T know it’s sudden,” I start. 


“Damn right, it’s sudden. Who even is this creep?” Dad 
asks, wheeling on Aaron. “What kind of man stays with a 
girl who must be - what - half his age? In a cramped space 
like that? Instead of being a gentleman and letting her have 
it? And then proposes in less than a week?” 


“If I may,” Aaron says calmly. I don’t think it’s a good idea 
for him to speak, but what can I do to stop him? “The kind 
of man that has fallen madly in love with your daughter.” 


Dad looks furious. He’s almost spitting as he talks. “This is 
ridiculous. Olivia, get in the car.” 


“Actually,” Aaron says mildly. “I was thinking she could come 
home with me. It’s good of you to drive all this way, but...” 


“But nothing!” Dad wheels and grabs me by the arm. 
“Olivia, get in the car.” 


“Hey.” Aaron takes a single step forward. He’s taller than 
Dad, more imposing. He’s in great shape with his broad 


shoulders and muscular arms, and Dad immediately looks 
intimidated. “Let her go. She can make her own choices.” 


“No, she can’t,” Dad snaps. “She’s not even an adult yet.” 
“Well, I mean, I am,” I try to interrupt. 


Dad shakes my arm to shut me up. “You’re a teenager,” he 
says. “That’s what the part at the end of your age means. 
You know? The ‘teen’?” 


“She’s old enough to know her own mind, and to legally 
marry without your consent,” Aaron points out. 


This is going very, very badly. 


“I don’t care if she’s sixty-five,” Dad shouts. “She’s not 
getting married to someone she’s known less than a week!” 


“Pm not suggesting she should.” Aaron is somehow 
managing to hold his cool, which I’m grateful for. “We’re 
engaged, yes. And now Olivia should come and live with me 
for a while. Get to know each other better. Speaking of 
which, we haven’t even been introduced. My name is Aaron 
Stoneforth.” 


There’s a small silence. I’m just as shocked as Dad is at 
Aaron’s words, because I did know his last name until now. 


And now everything makes sense. The dinners, the way he 
could get anything he wanted up here at an hour’s notice. 
The assistant, the car, the suits. 


“Stoneforth?” Dad grunts. “As in, Stoneforth Industries?” 


“The same.” Aaron regards Dad coolly. “So, you see, I can 
give your daughter a very good life.” 


“A life that I want,” I insist, seeing my shot. I can’t reel at 
the revelation that Aaron is a billionaire - I’ve got to force 
the point now. “Not because of his money, Dad. I only just 


found out about that myself. We connected here. We’ve 
spent this whole time in each other’s company with no one 
else around. We fell in love.” 


“This isn’t just a momentary whim,” Aaron says. “I want to 
make a family with Olivia. I want her to bear my children.” 


Maybe I already am, I almost add, but maybe Dad doesn’t 
need to hear the exact details of what we got up to inside 
the cabin. 


I can see his face beginning to soften. The money, the name, 
the love, the hint of a family; all of it has sunk into his 
consciousness. 


“There’s nothing I can do to stop you, is there?” he says 
finally, looking at me. And in that moment, I know he will 
give us his blessing, because all he’s ever wanted is for his 
daughter to be happy. 


“No,” I say, with a grin that turns into a laugh. “No, there 
isn’t.” 


And when we drive away, Aaron at the wheel, I turn and 
wave at my Dad, blowing him a kiss. Until now, he was the 
only man that ever loved me. 


But now I have something more, and I couldn’t be happier 
to start my life with the second man to ever say those 
words. 


EPILOGUE 


A re 


I walk in through the door and drop my briefcase on the 
side table, happy to be done with another day of work. I 
don’t call out a hello - just in case the baby is asleep. 


I walk quietly through the house until I find them, sitting in 
the study I redecorated for Olivia’s use. Harry, our son, is 
burbling quietly to himself in a playpen, looking intently at a 
plush dinosaur, while his mother works at a table right 
beside him. 


“Hello, darling,” I say, leaning over to plant a kiss on her 
forehead. She shifts in her seat to draw me in for a hug and 
a deeper kiss on the lips. 


“How’s work going?” I ask, looking at her laptop screen. 


“Pm almost done,” she says, turning the screen away from 
me with a sly look. “You can read it then.” 


I growl under my breath, but I give up, turning to pick up 
Harry and hold him against my chest. He mumbles 


cheerfully and laughs, opening and closing his tiny fist over 
and over again. 


“Fine, lll wait,” I say. “Honestly, Harry. Front row seats to 
the world’s finest novel ever, and we can’t even get a sneak 
preview, can we?” 


“Its hardly going to be the finest ever,” Olivia says, closing 
the file and opening another. 


“Of course, it will,” I say. “You better not be disparaging the 
talents of my wife.” 


Olivia laughs and rolls her eyes at me. “Alright, alright. Do 
you want to see today’s articles or not?” 


“Go on, then,” I say, bringing Harry over to perch on the 
end of the desk and skim-read the news. Olivia’s been 
writing short news articles for the various different arms of 
Stoneforth Industries, and she’s better at it than even I 
would have expected. She has some serious talent as a 
writer. With Harry coming along so quickly, she had to 
switch to part-time college student, but she’s been pretty 
good at using the rest of her time to fit in some work. 


“Well?” 


I look up into her expectant blue eyes. “Excellent, as ever,” I 
tell her with a smile. “I don’t know how long we’re going to 
be able to keep you. Someone with your level of talent 
shouldn’t be working with me.” 


“Well, the good news is,” Olivia says, leaning over to kiss 
Harry on the nose, “You’re going to be able to keep me 
forever.” 


I laugh, and offer her my hand as I get up from the edge of 
the desk. “Come on, Mrs. Stoneforth. Let’s get dinner.” 


My wife, and my boy; as I lead them through the house to 
our dining room, where my housekeeper has whipped us up 
a delicious meal, I can’t think for the life of me of anything 
more in the world that I could possibly need. 


My loves. My life. 


EXTENDED EPILOGUE 


O livia 


“Don’t go too far!” I yell, watching Harry closely. He waves 
a hand at me over his head, but doesn’t look back. I shoot a 
look at my younger brother, Liam, and he sighs and rolls his 
eyes. 


“TIl keep an eye on them,” he says. He trails after Harry 
and Alex, my second son, with his hands shoved into his 
pockets. 


I just smile. As much as he complains, I know Liam loves 
being an uncle. It’s not as though anyone forced him to 
come on this retreat with us. 


“Would you like a coffee, sweetie?” my Mom asks from 
across at the cabin. She’s holding up a mug, just in case I 
can’t hear what she’s saying. 


“Yes, please,” I call back. I catch a look at Aaron’s face, 
deep in conversation with my Dad. “And one for Aaron, too.” 


He glances over at me gratefully and smiles. I smile back, 
then jostle our youngest, Sammy, on my hip. He’s not old 


enough yet to be running around with his older brothers, 
even if he does squirm and complain in my arms. 


Mom emerges with three steaming mugs balanced in her 
hands, and Aaron quickly rushes over to help. Before long 
we’re reconfigured, Aaron and my Dad still talking shop 
while Mom and I sip from our hot mugs and look out over 
the view. 


“Its really beautiful here,” Mom says. “I can see why you 
loved it so much.” 


“Well, this isn’t the exact view.” I point to the left, further 
along the edge of the cliff where the trees hide any other 
settlement from us. “It was around that way a bit. That 
cabin is far too small for a family trip, though.” 


Sammy makes a whining noise and reaches for my mug. 
With a sigh, I hand it over to Mom, who deftly rearranges 
her hands in order to hold both our mugs while still leaning 
on the fence. That’s the thing with growing up with older 
siblings, Sammy is jealous of absolutely everything anyone 
else has that he’s not old enough for yet. 


“How’s the tour going?” Mom asks, bringing me back to the 
present. 


“Oh,” I laugh. “Well enough, I think.” 


My latest book is already topping the bestseller lists, tour or 
no tour. I opted for virtual appearances so I wouldn’t have 
to leave my family to go on the road. I’m appearing 
somewhere right now, no doubt, filmed ahead of time in a 
studio with my agent. 


Aaron moves over towards us and rests on the fence beside 
me, slipping an arm around my back. “Hey, Moms,” he says, 
greeting us both. 


“Hello,” Mom laughs. 


“We were just talking about having a barbecue tonight. 
What do you think?” 


What do I think? I smile at my husband and plant a kiss on 
his cheek. My boys, my parents - everyone in my life that 
matters to me, all gathered not far from where it all began, 
together and relaxed. Happy. “It sounds perfect,” I say. 


“Great,” Aaron says. “I was thinking I could call my 
assistant and get him to send in -” 


“No!” Mom and I say in unison, laughing. 
“What?” Aaron asks. 


“No more shipping things in,” I tell him. “We’ve got 
everything we need right here.” 


Aaron pauses, giving me a long and measured look. He 
reaches out to cup Sammy's face, our eyes darting together 
across to the trail as Liam and our older boys come 
laughing out of the woods. “ Yeah,” he says. “I guess we do.” 


NEWSLETTER 


Get a free, new, original story NOW by joining my mailing 
list and staying subscribed. 


CLICK HERE >> Get a FREE book now 


A MAN WHO KNOWS WHAT HE WANTS 


Book 1: Baby Lust 
Book 2: Veteran 
Book 3: Built 
Book 4: Bambino 
Book 5: Rescued 
Book 6: Leader 
Book 7: Professor 
Book 8: Burned 
Book 9: Worldly 
Book 10: 

Book 11: 


Pistol 
Policed 


Book 12: 
Book 13: 


Driven 
Lucky 13 


Book 14: 


Book 15: 


Lumberjacked 


Protector 


Book 16: 


Book 17: 
Book 18: 


Carpenter 
Italian Stallion 
Gardener 


Book 19: 


Book 20: 


Budapest Billionaire’s Virgin 
Billionaire’s Babysitter 


Book 21: 


Book 22: 
Book 23: 
Book 24: 


Cocky CFO 
Fireman’s Filthy 4th 
Mechanic 

SEALs Secret 


Book 25: 


Book 26: 
Book 27: 
Book 28: 
Book 29: 


Police, Pooch, and Smooch 
Fireman’s Fake Fiancée 
Billionaire’s Virgin Ballerina 
Bitcoin Billionaire’s Babysitter 


Veterans Day Daddy 


Book 30: 


Book 31: 
Book 32: 


Cowboy’s Christmas Carol 
Police Officer’s Princess 
Statham 


Book 33: 


Book 34: 
Book 35: 
Book 36: 
Book 37: 


Bodyguard 
Greek God 
Billionaire Single Dad's Babysitter 





Mountain Man 
SEALs Justice 





Book 38: 


Book 39: 
Book 40: 
Book 41: 
Book 42: 


Royal Romance 

Doctor Mountain Man’s Special Delivery 
Crocodile Dan D 

Mountain Man’s Secret Baby 

Doctor Bad Boy’s Secret Baby 


Book 43: 


Cop’s Babysitter 


Book 44: 


Book 45: 


Nanny for the Cop Next Door 
Small Town SEALs Saving Grace 


Book 46: 


Book 47: 


Cop’s Fake Fiancée 


Billionaire’s Nanny 


Book 48: 
Book 49: 


Book 50: 
Book 51: 


Cowboy’s Babysitter 
Steamy 
Brother’s Best Friend 


Possessive Professor 


Book 52: 


Book 53: 
Book 54: 
Book 55: 
Book 56: 
Book 57: 
Book 58: 


Firefighter’s Babysitter 
Soldier’s Secret Baby 

Ward’s Independence Day 
Doctor Next Door 

Possessive Policeman 
Coached by the MMA Fighter 
Boss’s Babysitter 


Book 59: 


Book 60: 
Book 61: 
Book 62: 
Book 63: 


Virgin in New York 
Rock Star’s Baby 
Possessive Protector 
Possessive Australian 
Best Friend’s Brother 


Book 64: 
Book 65: 
Book 66: 
Book 67: 


Possessive Cowboy 
Summer Romanced 
Possessive Prince 


Lovers’s Enemy 


Book 68: 


Book 69: 
Book 70: 
Book 71: 
Book 72: 
Book 73: 
Book 74: 
Book 75: 


Cop’s Best Friend 
Possessive Firefighter 
Football Next Door 
Doctor December 
Possessive Canadian 
Blue Collar Billionaire 
Possessive K-9 Cop 


Possessive Brazilian 


Book 76: 


Book 77: 
Book 78: 
Book 79: 
Book 80: 


Hockey Obsession 

Possessive Boston Irish American MMA Fighter 
Halloween Next Door 

Possessive Russian 

Baseball Mine 


Book 81: 


Book 82: 
Book 83: 
Book 84: 
Book 85: 
Book 86: 
Book 87: 
Book 88: 
Book 89: 
Book 90: 
Book 91: 
Book 92: 
Book 93: 
Book 94: 

Book 95: 
Book 96: 
Book 97: 


Cop’s Caribbean Captive 
Instalove Island 

Dad’s Best Friend 
Thanksgiving with Dad’s Boss 
Possessive Italian Neighbor 
Possessive Portuguese 
Possessive Christmas Cop 
Russian’s Obsession 
Possessive Doctor’s Christmas 
Possessive Parisian Pilot 

U.K. Boxing Day 

Jealous Russian Stalker 
Italian Mountain Man 
Aggressive Russian 
Possessive Valentine 
Possessive Hunter 


Dad’s Russian Mafia Friend 


Book 98: Russian Teacher 


Book 99: Australian Obsession 


Book 100: 
Book 101: 


Russian Next Door 
Dad’s Irish Friend 


Book 102: 


Book 103: 
Book 104: 
Book 105: 
Book 106: 
Book 107: 
Book 108: 
Book 109: 
Book 110: 
Book 111: 
Book 112: 
Book 113: 
Book 114: 
Book 115: 
Book 116: 
Book 117: 
Book 118: 


Nanny for the Russian Mafia 

Best Friend’s Dad 

Basketball Babymaker 

Possessive Veterinarian 

Brother’s Fireman Friend 
Brother’s Canadian Cowboy Friend 
Summer Vacation with Dad’s Best Friend 
Dad’s Italian Mafia Friend 

Dad’s Irish Mafia Friend 

Dad’s Football Friend 

Possessing His Dancing Queen 
Brother’s Cop Friend 

Halloween With Dad’s Best Friend 
Claimed By Her Boss 

Possessive Rider 

Dad’s Ex-Biker Buddy 

Possessive Undercover Cop 


Book 119: 


Book 120: 
Book 121: 
Book 122: 


Falling For Her Boss 

Claiming His Fashionista 

More Than Dad’s Best Friend 
Thanksgiving With Dad’s Best Friend 


Book 123: 


Book 124: 
Book 125: 
Book 126: 


Bossy Italian 

Christmas With Dad’s Mafia Friend 
Maid For The Italian Mafia 
Nutcracker 


Book 127: 


Book 128: 
Book 129: 


Cowboy Cerrone 
Chef’s Kiss 
Claimed By The Russian 


Book 130: 


Book 131: 


Bought By The Italian Mafia 
Hot Nerd 


Book 132: 


Dad’s Italian Mafia Boss 


Book 133: 


Book 134: 
Book 135: 
Book 136: 
Book 137: 
Book 138: 
Book 139: 
Book 140: 
Book 141: 


Mine 

Taken By The Thief 
Curves Ahead 

Her Mafia Valentine 
Doctor Valentine 

Maid For The Irish Mafia 
Winning Her Curves 
Dad’s Cartel Best Friend 
Dad’s Greek Mafia Friend 


Book 142: 


Book 143: 
Book 144: 


Lawyer’s Obsession 
Attending Her Curves 
Maid for the Russian Mafia 


Book 145: 


Book 146: 
Book 147: 
Book 148: 
Book 149: 
Book 150: 
Book 151: 
Book 152: 
Book 153: 
Book 154: 
Book 155: 
Book 156: 
Book 157: 
Book 158: 
Book 159: 
Book 160: 
Book 161: 
Book 162: 
Book 163: 
Book 164: 
Book 165: 


Priest 

Claimed By Dad’s Best Friend 
His Curvy Office Obsession 
Easter with Dad's Best Friend 
Veterinarian's Obsession 
Curves For Her Older Boss 
Mob Lawyer's Curves 

Maid For The Doctor Next Door 
Possessive Forest Ranger 
Nurse For The Russian Mafia 
Dad’s Fireman Friend 

Russian Mountain Man 
Possessive Italian Doctor 

Dad's EMT Best Friend 
Claimed By The Publisher 

Mr. CEO 

His Curvy Castaway Obsession 
Claiming His Reunion Obsession 
Claimed By Dad’s College Friend 
Dad’s Detective Best Friend 
Attending The Russian Mafia 


Book 166: 
Book 167: 

Book 168: 
Book 169: 
Book 170: 
Book 171: 


Bool 172: 


Book 173: 
Book 174: 


Dad's Biker Best Friend 

My Dad's Russian Mafia Friend 
Possessive Landlord 

Gardener For The Mafia 

Possessive Fighter 

Claiming Her Sweet Curves 
Possessive Camp Counselor 

Claimed By Dad's Italian Best Friend 
Possessive Neighbor 


Book 175: 


Book 176: 


Ath of July With Dad's Best Friend 
Claimed By Her Enemy 


Book 177: 
Book 178: 


Book 179: 
Book 180: 


Bodyguard’s Obsession 
Falling For The Player 
Possessive Alpha Cop 
Her CEO 


Book 181: 


Book 182: 
Book 183: 
Book 184: 
Book 185: 
Book 186: 
Book 187: 
Book 188: 


Falling For Her Dad’s Boss 

MMA Fighter’s Obsession 
Possessive Lawyer 

Claimed by the British Rockstar 
Summer Obsession 

Paris with Dad’s Best Friend 
Claimed by the Possessive Fireman 
Possessive Trucker 


Book 189: 


Book 190: 
Book 191: 
Book 192: 
Book 193: 
Book 194: 

Book 195: 


Falling for Dad's Enemy 
His Undercover Maid 
Her Innocent CEO 
Bratva Boss’s Babysitter 
Sold to the Bratva Boss 
My Dad's Best Friend 





His Cabin Obsession 


BRATVA BEAR SHIFTERS 


Book 1: Dad’s Russian Mafia Bear Best Friend 
Book 2: Babysitter For Dad’d Russian Mafia Bear Friend 
Book 3: Dad’s Bratva Bear Friend 


LAIRDS & LADIES 


Book 1: Possessive Highlander 
Book 2: Taken By The Highlander 
Book 3: Highlander Alpha 


RUSSIAN UNDERWORLD 


Book 1: 


Book 2: 


Brooklyn Bratva 


British Bratva 


Book 3: 


Bratva Billionaire 


Book 4: 
Book 5: 


Bratva Babysitter 


Bratva Boss 


IRISH. WOLF SHIFTERS 


Book 1: Dad’s Irish Wold Shifter Friend 
Book 2: Claimed By The Irish Wolf Shifter 
Book 3: Claimed By The Enemy 


ABOUT THE AUTHOR 


Follow my Amazon Author page for more 
A Man Who Knows What He Wants 
and other series 


CLICK HERE >> Flora Ferrari Author Page 


